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PREFACE 



THE FOURTH EDITION. 



The Work, of which a new and in some re- 
spects it is hoped an improved edition, is now 
offered to the Public, was actually written 
before the eventful crisis of 1829 had passed. 
Allusions to that fearful measure, appropriately 
called " healing," seeing how effectually it 
healed the deadly wound that Popery had 
received in England at the Reformation, will 
be found in its pages : but the Author con- 
fesses that, like many others, she now stands 
aghast at having lived to behold the rapid 
fulfilment of her own predictions. That they 
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would be fulfilled, she never doubted ; but that 
in the short space of seventeen years from 
the passing of the Bill, the ostensible object 
of which was merely to remove certain civil 
disabilities from one class of his Majesty's 
subjects, the whole aspect of the British Em- 
pire should be so fearfully changed, and the 
revolutionary career still proceed at the rate it 
now does, was more, probably, than any one 
was prepared for. 

What do we now behold? Ireland, where 
the Romish party was sustaining a struggle 
and a cry against what they called unjust 
oppression, and demanding no more than a 
share in the rights to which, they contended, 
all British subjects were fairly entitled, Ire- 
land has already become, solely through the 
natural operation of this Bill, as completely 
prostrated beneath the sway of Popery, as 
though the Reformation had never shed its 
light there. Protestantism does indeed exist 
by sufferance ; a Protestant church is still in 
connection with the State, though daily me- 
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naced with disestablishment, and Protestant 
men may assemble publicly, to avow their 
sentiments and to complain of grievances for 
which they can find no redress; but the 
whole current of the government influence 
has set in, and flows on, with steady force, for 
the encouragement of what our rulers have 
all along shown a disposition to exalt once 
more into the seat of despotic authority. 
Romanism, no longer the slighted suppliant, 
but the duly-inshrined idol of our infatuated 
rulers, receives, as a free-will ofiering at their 
hands, not only whatsoever it may demand, 
but whatsoever may be fairly presumed to be 
acceptable to it. Half a score Protestant 
Bishoprics were laid at its feet for a begin- 
ning; a system of national education was 
introduced, the basis of which was a partial 
prohibition of the Bible, and a truly popish 
mutilation where any scriptural teaching was 
allowed. This was a master stroke, as 
over-ruled by Satan for the advancement 
of his own ends ; since it was sure to 
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train up the rising generation in the way 
wherein they ought not to go : and when 
the Irish clergy, supported by lay Christians, 
united to provide out of funds collected by 
private beneficence, a scriptural education for 
the little ones of their respective flocks, they 
were clearly given to understand that all hope 
of preferment in the Church was thereby ex- 
tinguished, so far as government authority 
could interfere. The old municipal charters 
of Protestantism, so dearly purchased by 
former generations, and secured to their pos- 
terity by the most solemn pledges that a 
united throne and senate could give, were rent 
to fragments, and scattered upon the winds ; 
while all that had been so emphatically and 
in real good faith guaranteed to the loyal Pro- 
testants, passed over, with an accession of 
political weight conferred by an extended 
franchise, into the hands of avowed conspi- 
rators against the English rule. Turn where 
we will, from the vice-regal palace to the 
humblest board of guardians in a village poor 
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house^ we behold the one prominent feature of 
Protestantism shackled, menaced, and insulted 
by her rampant foe. And, alas! instead of 
the peace and security that were to have been 
purchased at this costly price, we find the 

most stringent measures of actual coercion 

ft 
brought in by this very government as indis- 
pensable to stay the frightful progress of 
almost daily assassination throughout the land, 
which their godless policy has thus delivered 
over to the power of the evil one. 

Ireland has but one hope ; it rests in the 
hands of those who rightly perceive the origin 
of all this mischief to apply the remedy — the 
only effectual remedy of scriptural instruction 
widely dispersed throughout the land : at the 
same time, using every lawful means to resist 
the headlong career of ruin pursued by the 
ruling powers towards that unhappy country. 
But our sin has found us out : England had 
scarcely perpetrated the crime of reviving 
Popery in Ireland, when the plague burst 
forth with exceeding virulence on her own 
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shores. The Church itself, the Church as 
established at the Reformatiou, fell away to 
a wide extent; and every grade of society 
participated in the fearful visitation. The 
scene darkens around us as we write, so that 
even Ireland, the much-wronged object of her 
sister's selfish policy seems to be lost beyond 
the cloud, while we shrink at the deep sound 
of a voice that puts the unanswerable question, 
" Shall I not visit for these things ? saith the 
Lord. Shall not my soul be avenged on such 
a nation as this ?" 

Whitehall, June, 1846. 



THE EOCKITE. 



Among civilized nations, Ireland may be said to 
stand alone in the peculiar hardship of a destiny 
from the inflictions of which other countries are 
generally exempt. The singularity of her misfor- 
tune consists in this: — Nations may in their turn 
have been assailed by the hostile arm of foreign in- 
vasion, but the inhabitants have bravely united in 
defence of their hearths, or sunk down together, 
powerless, beneath the overwhelming stroke. Ire- 
land alone has been fated, from age to age, to 
furnish, from among the children of her soil, those 
enemies who should drench it in kindred blood ; 
and devastate their mother land more effectually, 
more hopelessly, than a host of stranger foes would 
have aimed to accomplish. At different periods 
have these poisonous excrescences formed upon 

B 
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the tree of her national prosperity, and eaten into 
its heart's core, under the various denominations of 
United Irishmen, Peep -o'day- boys. White -boys. 
Ribbon -men, and other combinations diflPering in 
title, but actuated by the same principle : until in 
1821 the assumption, as a nomme de gtierre of the 
title, " Captain Rock," by some provincial chief 
of village banditti, led to its general adoption ; and 
gave name to a system which might claim to itself 
a more solid influence in the actual government 
of the country than aught that emanates from the 
vice-regal throne. This is a lamentable, a humi- 
liating fact ; but a fact it is : the commands of the 
invisible power, under whatsoever form and title 
it declares itself, are more absolute, its denun- 
ciations more terrible, its inflictions more inevi- 
tably certain, than those of the legal executive. 
Nothing could be better imagined to confound 
the calculations of the wise, and to paralyse the 
arm of the bold, than its proceedings; sudden, 
summary, and enveloped in deep mystery, its 
movements resemble more nearly those of the In- 
quisition, than of any insurrectionary or bandit 
corps. Like the familiars of that iniquitous insti- 
tution, the Rockite agents are bound by oaths and 
ties, before which the fondest endearments of do- 
mestic attachment melt into nothing ; treachery 
towards man's nearest connections is held a duty — 
towards his confederates, a sin punishable with 
instant death, and darkening the prospect of eternity. 
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But the horrors of this secret tribunal may better 
be displayed in a simple narrative, than in a la- 
boured disquisition. 

In the Autumn of 1821, several regiments of 
cavalry were disbanded, both in Dublin and the 
provincial towns of Ireland. This step was in- 
evitable; reduction to a moderate peace establish- 
ment having been for some years in progress ; but 
it was to be regretted that* it was carried into 
effect in that part of the empire ; and those who 
best knew the actual state of public feeling among 
the lower classes, beheld with dismay a body of 
fine enterprising young fellows, long unaccustomed 
to manual labour, and burning for distinction, thus 
turned loose into the mass already fermenting in an 
alarming degree. 

Two troops of the Dragoons were or- 
dered into the town of , considerably south 

of Dublin, there to receive their discharge ; and a 
crowd of gaping rustics surrounded the spot on 
which they were to assemble ; many countenances 
displaying more of eager and watchful solicitude 
than the occasion was calculated to call forth among 
strangers. These were chiefly of the small farmers 
and graziers, with whom the neighbouring country 
abounded. 

Previous to the final dismissal of the men, they 
were ordered to lead their horses to the watering 
place, beside a bridge, which connected the two 
portions of the town. Here, with unusual serious- 

b2 
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ness of look and deportment, the dragoons slowly 
walked their noble, but unconscious companions, 
from whom they were about to separate, and with 
downcast eyes watched their movements as they 
eagerly quaffed the refreshing element. 

Somewhat apart from the rest a fine athletic 
young soldier, whose bronzed visage and black 
mustachios greatly heightened the martial effect of 
his "appearance, sate, absorbed in reverie, upon a 
beautiful animal, for whose indulgence he had se- 
lected a spot where the water flowed with more un- 
sullied freshness than in the open space occupied 
by the rest. He was observed by a loitering coun- 
tryman, who with some abruptness addressed him — 

" Musha I and it's this that's the end of your sol- 
diering r* 

The dragoon slowly turned his eyes upon him, 
with a look by no means indicating satisfac- 
tion. 

«« Eh 1 my fine fellow," pursued the other, " and 
isn't it a burning shame to set you adrift now, like 
a parcel of beggarly spalpeens, after draining the 
best blood out of ye ?" 

" Get out of that!" exclaimed the soldier in a 
most peremptory tone ; but the accent and mode of 
expression encouraged the intruder, by satisfying 
him that he addressed an Irishman. 

« Fait, man, and you'd better say that to the 
Sassenach, that was fattening on the good of our 
beautiful land, while you" 
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Irritated by the sarcastic tone of consolation in 
which these reflections were uttered, the soldier 
impetuously pushed back his foraging cap, and 
while his eyes flashed with rage, asked the coun- 
tryman whether he supposed he had worn the 
king's uniform eight years to sit there and hear him 
abused ! 

" Uniform ! Is it joking you are ? Why an't 
they going to strip it off your back this very day ?" 

This was too much for the dragoon ; he sprung 
from' his horse, who, obedient to his hasty move- 
ment, had left the water, and pursued for some 
paces the retreating steps of his tormentor: then, 
muttering a few indistinct phrases of displeasure, 
led back his steed to complete the unfinished 
draught. 

With his arm thrown over the horse's back, he 
now stood pensively leaning against him, lost in 
thoughts of perplexity, and with the cloud of dis- 
pleasure yet lowering upon his brow. 

" What a beautiful creature I" said a voice near 
him ; and as he turned with a look boding no 
good-will to the speaker, his eye rested on the 
cheerful open countenance of an elderly man, in 
whose respectable appearance he saw nothing por- 
tending farther annoyance, therefore again silently 
averted his face. 

" Good luck to the noble beast; he's going to 
lose a kind master: but the fellow that would ill 
use him must know little of horse-flesh." 
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" True for ye," remarked the dragoon, more 
complacently, as he prepared to re-mount his steed. 
The other motioned to detain him. 

" My good fellow," said he, " you have done a 
great deal for your country, and she ought to do 
something for you : just now you may be flush of 
pay, and take little concern for to-morrow's wants ; 
this town is a bad place for idle young men, and I, 
having seen enough of it, would fain take an old 
man's freedom to caution you. Are your family 
settled near ?" 

" No," replied the soldier, doubtful as to his 
new friend's object; and unwilling to commit him- 
self too far. 

" Well, I am a poor man, 'tis true, and farm 
a trifle of corn-land to support my family ; but 
there's a seat in my chimney corner, and a dish of 
potatoes, and may be a sprinkling of mountain dew, 
for a brave young fellow who has fought to protect 
them all." 

" Thank you," said the Dragoon. " I have not 
been so long abroad, as to forget the hospitality of 
ould Ireland." 

" Then, there's my hand, lad, and you're wel- 
come to Dennis McCarthy's farm whenever you 
please." 

Before the soldier could reply, a bugle note 
summoned him to his temporary quarters ; he 
mounted his impatient charger, and trotted away. 

The parade was over, the troops disbanded, and 
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many a gallant steed snorted and pawed the ground 
with delight, under the parting caress of his mas- 
ter's hand, little suspecting for how different a 
fate he was thenceforward reserved. Maurice 
Delany pressed his cheek to that of his mute 
companion : and if, as some say, a tear was hy this 
manoeuvre dispersed unseen, let us not censure 
as unmilitary the kind feeling that drew it forth. 
A soldier is still a man ; and among men, the im- 
pulse of affection, the spring of sensibility, is no 
where more keenly alive than in the bosom of an 
Irishman. 

Scarcely had Maurice withdrawn his reluctant 
hand from stroking once more the face of his 
charger, when McCarthy met his sight ; and ano- 
ther hour saw them on the road to his farm. 

Maurice was not so ignorant of a world in which 
he had largely expatiated, nor so deficient in the 
characteristic sagacity of his kindred, as to give the 
farmer full credit for disinterested generosity in this 
proceeding ; but with a spirit ripe for every species 
of frolic, and a full share of the most dauntless 
intrepidity, all calculations on the possible issue of 
his adventure, were to him a source of amusement ; 
nor was his cogitation on that subject either deep 
or protracted. " If the old fellow means well, 
why, ni be grateful, and may be take some pretty 
daughter or niece off the strength of his establish- 
ment ; if not, faith, hell but catch a Tartar ; and 
foraging in the enemy's quarters is no bad sport." 
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This was the sum total of the soldier's reflections, 
and when at the end of a short stage the jaunting 
car set them down at a stile by the road side, 
Maurice swung his bundle across his shoulder on 
a stick, and marched away by McCarthy as light 
of foot, and as jocund of heart as the favourite spa- 
niel that bounded forward to greet his returning 
master, long before they approached within sight of 
his abode. 

In its external appearance, and internal arrange- 
ment, the house somewhat surpassed Maurice's ex- 
pectations ; there was an air of substantial comfort 
about it, and the numerous family appeared to be 
fkctuated by one impulsive feeling of cordial hos- 
pitality towards him. 

Assailed by flattery, plied with good cheer, -end 
thrown off his guard by the frank cordial manners 
of his host, Maurice gave to the winds every 
lingering vestige of suspicion, and resigned himself 
to present enjoyment ; taking care, by no very 
measured description of his past perils, sufferings, 
and exploits, to keep an eye on the creditor side of 
his account with his grateful country, now repre- 
sented in the persons of the McCarthys. In all 
these recitals, his horse received the tribute of 
animated applause and fond recollection; while 
the exclamation, " poor fellow," with the sigh and 
the shrug that usually concluded that branch 
of his subject, marked a lingering solicitude on 
the mind of Maurice, concerning the present 
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and future lot of his irrational, but attached com 
rade. 

By insensible degrees, Maurice had become 
habituated to a style of conversation from which, 
had it abruptly been forced upon him, he would 
have started angrily away. Affecting representa- 
tions of national distress were first brought in fre- 
quent recurrence before him ; then the presumed 
source of these evils was casually glanced at. 
Patriot pride was awakened, Roman Catholic su- 
perstition revived, and made subservient to the 
worst designs ; and, lastly, the soldier's spirit 
learned to kindle when the sentiment of latent ven- 
gence escaped over a brimming bowl, and the low 
roofed apartment echoed with the songs of other 
days, artfully adapted to modern times, and situa- 
tions bearing no real afl&nity to those which called 
them forth. Maurice had learned to smile with 
secret acquiescence in the' remark that often fol- 
lowed some rhetorical flourish in celebration of his 
own and his horse's exploits : " And if we had 
you on his back again, my lad, at ^he head of our 
native cavalry, and the Saxons before ye, Ireland's 
wrongs might be righted yet." 

In truth, this was the very purpose for which 
Maurice Delany, and Hot a few of his comrades, 
had been beguiled into the society of secret emissa^ 
ries, like McCarthy. Men were enrolled in for- 
midable numbers: arms could not be wanting, 
while the private fund of the party was daily ac- 
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cumulating; and thanks to the unprotected state 
in which the peaceable inhabitants of these dis- 
tricts were suffered to remain, horses could be ob- 
tained by merely lifting the latch of a rustic stable. 
The grand desideratum was discipline ; unless 
trained to act with effect in a body, numbers would 
only perplex and embarrass their movements. To 
supply this important need, every possible induce- 
ment was held out to deserters from the regiments 
quartered in Ireland : and when a troop was regu- 
larly disbanded, the event spread a general feeling 
of encouragement and exultation throughout the 
disaffected baronies. Doubly welcome was a scene 
of this kind, because while it afforded individual 
accessions to the secret band, it disarmed an entire 
body of dreaded opponents. 

Enlisted in his very boyhood, Maurice left in 
his native valley little to regret ; and that little 
he had forgotten, or only remembered with dis- 
dain, after a few years' commerce with a proud 
and profligate world. He had shared in the en- 
gagements that closed the triumphant career of our 
army, from the Tagus to the Garonne ; and a bright 
silver medal announced him as a gatherer of lau- 
rels on the sanguinary field of Waterloo. He was, 
indeed, an active, enterprising, dauntless young 
fellow, attached to his profession, and extremely 
well qualified for the office to which McCarthy des- 
tined him. 

The immediate neighbourhood of his present 
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abode was not, however, the assigned sphere of 
his action ; the farmer, more than once, hinted at 
an approaching journey, and with expressions that 
conveyed more to the mind of Maurice, than he 
could perhaps have analyzed. McCarthy saw little 
to render him apprehensive of failure, and resolved 
by one bold stroke to secure his game. 

Dismissing his family at an early hour to rest, 
he circulated the whiskey round the little table 
where sate Maurice, and a young man of reserved 
deportment, who visited the farm as an approved 
admirer of one of the daughters. Maurice gave his 
song in the style of a bold campaigner, which was 
followed by a plaintive, but passionate appeal in 
behalf of injured Erin, from the tuneful lips of 
the young suitor. M*Carthy, his cheek resting on 
his hand, with knitted brow, lifitened to the numbers ; 
and at their close, suddenly and severely struck the 
table with his fist, exclaiming with all the vehement 
gesticulation of thoroughly awakened*feelings, " Our 
country is bleeding, our altars are falling ; famine 
sits upon our hearths, our sons are marked for 
slavery, and our daughters for dishonour I Delany, 
O'Brien, shall these things be ?" 

" No," answered O'Brien, with deep emphasis ; 
<< not until the burning flame of oppression has dried 
every drop of patriot blood that runs in Irish veins." 

" Maurice!" again exclaimed M*Carthy, grasp- 
ing the soldier's hand, " Maurice, you have served 
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England well, and repaid with the spring-time of 
your youth whatever she bestowed on you. You 
are quit with her now, she no longer needs you; 
and shall the full prime of your manhood be thus 
wasted in sloth and inactivity, when Ireland, your 
own sweet Ireland, cries to you for the succour 
that you can so well afford ?" 

" Aye," Maurice," rejoined O'Brien, " Waterloo 
medals are bright, but brighter are the smiles and 
the tears of grateful maidens, as they follow with 
blessings the footsteps of their deliverers, and cry, 
* there goes a descendant of our ancient heroes I ' " 

Had Maurice been perfectly sober, he must have 
detected, in this studied and unusual phraseology, 
something prepared to produce effect ; but under 
the influence of drink, his reasoning powers, never 
conspicuously alert, were lu led into perfect qui- 
escence; and borne away by momentary enthu- 
siasm, he re-echoed the sentiments of his compa- 
nions, swearing that England should never boast 
he could serve her better for money, than for love 
he would devote himself to his own dear Ireland. 

" Meet me then," said M*Carthy, " at the very 
first dawn, behind the fox-cover ; and hear what I 
have further to communicate." 

Maurice was punctual to his appointment, and 
if his step appeared less light, or his brow more 
thoughtful than was his wont, still McCarthy saw 
nothing to damp his resolution, in carrying this 
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matter on to a decisive issue. A few words in 
reference to the preceding night, were followed 
by an earnest inquiry on the part of the farmer, 
whether he was to place those noble sentiments 
to the account of Maurice's genuine feeling, or to 
that of a passing fancy ? " What I say, I always 
mean," was the reply ? " Well spoken, but if you 
join our sacred cause, you cannot expect to be 
placed among the novices in arms — we must have 
you for a leader. At the head of a troop, Delany, 
you may gather the laurels that Ireland now waters 
with her tears for you." Gratified vanity lightened 
up the soldier's clear eye ; but a shade was per- 
ceptible too, as he said, " Ah, if Blucher, poor 
fellow, were with me now" 

" I would every patriot wish were as easily 
gratified!" interrupted McCarthy, while, leading 
him round an abrupt comer, he showed the gallant 
steed quietly grazing close beside them. 

A shout of uncontrollable delight burst from 
Maurice ; the horse started, and with quivering 
ear and snorting nostrils listened to the well-known 
voice. A moment, and the Dragoon was on his 
back, scarcely touching the slight thong that de- 
pended from his neck, while the animal bounded, 
pranced, and went through successive evolutions 
with instinctive participation in the almost boyish 
ecstacy of his rider. 

" Now, Captain Delany," said McCarthy, as 
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soon as he saw any chance of being heard, '^ what 
more do you require ?" 

" Nothing, my gay fellow: nothing on earth, 
but some hundreds of white-livered Sassenachs to 
dash into." This sally was followed by a profu- 
sion of thanks and promises to the friend who had 
re-united him to his old comrade, with fearless an- 
ticipations of future triumph. McCarthy suffered 
not the fervour to cool until he had wrought upon 
him to seal the treasonable compact ; and Maurice, 
on the spot, took those fearful oaths that must be 
ratified in blood. 

The restoration of the horse was a master-stroke 
of policy, though achieved with little expense and 
less trouble. Blucher was a handsome, good-tem- 
pered and spirited animal, but displayed no such 
brilliant points as might have saved him from 
the hammer; and he was purchased by an agent 
of McCarthy's. But Maurice readily believed the 
tale of his having been drafted for service in another 
corps, and redeemed at a vast price by his friend, 
who thus established a stronger hold on his grati- 
tude. The same plan, varying in its details as 
circumstances required, had dispersed many of his 
old comrades through the country, to become the 
trainers and leaders of midnight banditti : but care 
was taken to guard against the collision of these 
individuals, by assigning to them stations as far 
apart as possible. 
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Maurice found his destination lay much to the 
south ; and thither he hent his course, accompanied 
by M*Carthy, who was too vain of his prize to 
relinquish the eclat of his first introduction. The 
ride was pleasant; Blucher, in excellent condi- 
tion, rejoiced beneath his burden ; and if Maurice, 
in a thoughtless moment, cheered the way by 
whistling such heterodox tunes as " God save the 
King," or " The Duke of York's March," his com- 
rade reproved him in no more direct terms than by 
volunteering on his part a few bars of " Garry- 
owen," and other airs once consecrated to the 
spirit of patriotism, now perverted by the demon of 
rebellion, to become the war cry of desolation. 

We will not accompany Maurice through all the 
minutiae of his first reception ; he was surprised to 
find so many of the superior order of farmers en- 
gaged in what was supposed to be confined almost 
exclusively to the lowest class of labourers and 
mechanics. Kindness and respect marked their 
deportment towards him; and his opinion was 
anxiously sought on subjects where he was best 
qualified to impart information. 

" Fine night for a brush. Captain," said a bold- 
looking fellow, " if the moon does not play hide 
and seek." 

" Are you one of us, my lad ?" 

" One of your honour's troop," replied the other, 
with an attempt at a military salute. 

"But where are your horses ? " 
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" Och ! isn't it in'the field they are already?" 
" You don't understand our system, Captain 
Delany," said an elderly farmer, smiling : '* we 
forage on the enemy altogether. The cattle now 
drawing home the harvest from the fields, will rest 
no longer than till towards midnight; we then 
make bold to borrow them for the benefit of our 
cavalry forces." 

" But, how do you get at them ?" 
" Sure, we've only to open the^ates." 
" Och ! the cowardly poltroons, to let a parcel 
of unarmed fellows take out their horses beneath 
their very noses 1" 

" Sorrow a bit can they help it though," said 
another, " Captain Rock will be served, or the 
thatch bums over their heads." 

This system of midnight violence, practised 
against their unoffending neighbours, did not ex- 
actly agree with the military feeling of the regular 
Dragoon ; but he was leagued, for life or death, 
with the marauding bands, and endeavoured to gulp 
down all troublesome qualms with the whiskey that 
flowed freely into his cup. 

Night arrived : the men in detached parties 
sallied forth, on such horses as they had, frequently 
mounting two or three on a back. To the pasture- 
field and the farm-yard they bent their course ; and 
laying hold of all that they could find, by degrees 
the troop was furnished with a sufl&cient number 
to afford a tolerable display. It may be readily 
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imagined, that with all the prompt assistance of the 
veteran Blucher, Mam'ice fomid his professional skill 
severely put to the test, and his patience still more 
so, in the novel task of disciplining such a squad ; in 
which it was hard to say whether men or horses 
presented the most uncouth appearance, and con- 
tempt of military tactics. The former were formi- 
dably, though unequally armed ; and generally fur- 
nished with cross belts : nor did they scruple to dis- 
charge muskets and pistols, as caprice directed; 
assured that whatever terror the sound might excite 
as it reverberated through the woods, no foe was at 
hand in sufficient force to chastise their temerity. 
Exulting in the wantonness of unresisted power, 
they carried to excess these braggadocia displays, 
until Maurice seriously remonstrated on the useless 
expenditure of ammunition, and prevailed on them 
to confine their experiments to the trial of those 
arms which were suspected of being less serviceable 
than others. 

On the conclusion of their parade, as they called 
it, the troop started off at full gallop, and clattered 
away through several villages, shouting as they 
passed, to the unspeakable terror of the trembling 
inhabitants, and the surprise of Maurice. He could 
not help secretly muttering expletives of indignation 
against the governors who could leave a population 
80 cruelly exposed to the inroads of nocturnal ene- 
mies ; and in his heart he despised the poor exploit 
of terrifying women and children. Still the rapid 
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motion, so congenial to his habits, the fresh breeze 
of an autumnal night, and the magic beauty of hill» 
>Ci*ove, and streamlet bathed in purest moonlight, 
and continually shifting their outlines to the horse- 
iiian'H pansing glance, lent a charm that would make 
itHvlf felt, though it might not be understood, by the 
nigged minds of that midnight assemblage. Long 
iM'foro day-light approached, the weary beasts were 
<|iiiftly and punctually consigned each to the near 
vicinity of hid home ; though caution, lest an ambush 
iiii^^ht uwait the return of straggling parties, pre- 
vented in most cases a close approach to the build- 
ing. I'or some time the proceedings of Maurice's 
1 roop were very little diversified, if we except two or 
tlii'ce midnight attacks upon the abodes of inferior 
I'nrnmrH who wore suspected of providing themselves' 
with arms for self-defence. These assaults were 
well-timed, judiciously planned, and so promptly 
executed, that ui no instance had any serious resist- 
ance been attempted. Sometimes half a dozen of 
the Rockitos would appear in a detached dwelling at 
twilight, and ransack every room for weapons, which 
the trembling inmates gladly yielded up as the price 
of their personal safety. It was a favourite exploit 
to enter the house of a Protestant clergyman, or pri- 
vate gentleman, while he and his family were in 
attendance at the parish church on a Sunday ; and, 
intimidating the person left in charge of the dwel* 
ling, to strip it of every description of weapon ; but 
as yet no violence had been committed towards indi- 
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viduals, nor wa4S any other description of property 
removed ; although shining plate, valuable trinkets, 
and various articles of intrinsic worth, continually 
invited the grasp of these predatory gangs. Such 
was the order of Captain Rock; to whose commands 
the most imhesitating and implicit obedience was 
yielded by his followers. 

Who was Captain Rock? This question fre- 
quently occurred to Maurice, who for a length of 
time had mentally embodied the terrific name in the 
exterior of some majestic warrior, such a man as he 
had often beheld mounted on a noble charger, his 
white plume tossing amid clouds of smoke, his sabre 
reflecting the crimson flash, as it pointed in this or 
that direction, illustrative of the order issued by a 
voice, the commanding tones of which were drowned 
by the trumpet clangour, the roar of artillery, and 
the groans of mangled victims, in whose gore that 
proud steed trampled, fetlock deep. To such scenes 
the thoughts of Maurice would revert, and a sigh 
would almost force its way, when he contrasted with 
the horde of midnight plunderers around him those 
gallant comrades who with him had followed brave 
warrior chiefs to victory, — who had fallen beside 
him in the battle, and whose dying pangs were 
soothed by the consciousness of purchasing with 
their heart's blood the security of such rustic abodes 
as now were nightly invaded by the ferocious threats 
of the Rockite Banditti. But Maurice strove to re- 
press those compunctious visitings — to subdue each 

c2 
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kindly impulse of a soldier's spirit — and to assimi- 
late, in every point, his character with that of his 
new associates. 

He soon comprehended that Captain Rock was 
less the designation of any particular individual 
than that of a junta, whose names were unknown, 
whose persons concealed, but to whose will the 
whole mass of rebellion appeared subservient. He 
heard threatening notices dictated by different men; 
he saw them written by various hands, but all bore 
the dreaded signature, which every one appeared 
authorized to affix on such occasions. The posting 
of these notices was a favourite occupation with 
Maurice; not that he derived gratification from 
inspiring terror in the object of their menaces, but 
at these times he rode alone, and indulged a mo- 
mentary fancy of being the bearer to whom was 
entrusted some important dispatch, and on whose 
circumspect fidelity perhaps depended the issue of 
the morning fight. It was then, that, bending over 
Blucher*s arching neck, he would whisper to him in 
military phrase, and urge on his fleet but quiet step 
with many a kind caress. With his sabre's point he 
would affix the almost illegible scrawl to some cot- 
tage, the slumber of whose unsuspecting inmates he 
would have been loth, on any occasion, to disturb — 
for Maurice was naturally generous and kind-hearted 
— and brush away through the darkness to the Rock- 
ite rendezvous. 

This was generally a low cabin, sheltered beneath 
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the abrupt acclivity of a hUl, on whose summit lin- 
gered the stately ruins of an ancient castle ; a large 
sod of turf, transfixed on a rude pole, and elevated 
about a foot above the scarcely perceptible chimney 
of the hut, indicated that potheen was there forth- 
coming at the call of any casual guest. By thus 
openly trafficking in the produce of an illegal still, 
its inmates escaped suspicion of participating in 
deeper crime ; but Maurice, although not fully en- 
trusted with the secret, was satisfied that some pri- 
vate communication existed between this cabin and 
the vaults which doubtless occupied the hill's cavity, 
where an extensive magazine of arms lay concealed. 
Nor were symptoms lacking that some part of a 
subterranean abode served as occasional stabling. 
Inquisitiveness formed no trait in his character, or 
Maurice had perhaps made curious discoveries ; but 
in a case of abduction, in which he had obtained 
great applause, both in planning and executing the 
barbarous exploit of tearing an innocent girl from 
her home, and delivering her up to a heartless 
ruffian, he was certain the victim had been ulti- 
mately concealed within the circuit of that hill. 

In this atrocious deed Maurice engaged from 
mere love of adventure, pride in displaying the 
mingled prowess and docility of Blucher, who 
figured conspicuously on the occasion, and a 
thoughtless faith in the assurance that no real 
harm would happen to the girl, imless the ac- 
quisition of a good husband might pass under that 
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denomination. By his hearty and efifectual aid, he 
gained considerahly on the confidence of his direc- 
tors, who had appeared to mistrust for some time 
the lurking principles of loyalty and generosity, 
not always to he eradicated from the hosom of a 
British soldier. But Maurice was ignorant, and 
proportionahly superstitious ; he had worshipped in 
Protestant churches, when with his corps, and for 
this due penance was enjoined, and douhle zeal in 
the cause of "the true faith*' required. He was 
punctual at confession, where the priest fortunately 
omitted to question him on the suhject of conspi- 
racies ; and as he deemed it needless to criminate 
himself, he soon learned to divest rebellion of all its 
darker shades, and to consider the cause in which 
he was engaged as most strictly in unison with his 
daily appointed prayer for the extirpation of heresy. 
By degrees, it became with him, as with thousands 
more, a matter of real merit ; and the promulgation 
of Pastorini's efiPusions about a year subsequent to 
his junction with the Rockite body, completely set 
his heart at rest on that point. He easily under- 
stood that locusts were predatory insects, sent as a 
scourge by an offended God, to eat up the firuits of 
the earth : that in Scripture these locusts, issuing 
out of the bottomless pit, with ApoUyon at their 
head, prefigured the Protestants under Martin 
Luther. That for neglecting to exterminate them, 
the Roman Catholic church was permitted to groan 
Under the tyranny of their increasing numbers; 
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and that by putting forth their hands unanimously 
to destroy them at the expiration of the appointed 
three hundred years, they would appease the Al- 
mighty, and ensure His special help, so that by the 
end of the year 1825 not a single Protestant should 
remain on earth ; with the exception of those, who, 
haying abjured in toto their heresy, could no longer 
merit the denomination. 

Such was the powerM auxiliary brought to aid 
the deep designs of political rebellion ; and on the 
strength of such prediction, in anticipation of the 
rich reward promised to the zealous soldiers of 
Rome, many a hand was led to imbrue itself in in- 
nocent blood, under the firm conviction that by the 
deed it was doing God service. 

In appearance, as in principle, Maurice was 
greatly changed; the daily sleep and the nocturnal 
ravage, the reign of fierce passions, and habitual re- 
currence to that liquid flame which fed them, con- 
tributed to mar the beauty of a manly countenance ; 
the open brow was clouded by uneasy thought, and 
the bold straight-forward gaze of a sparkling eye 
vanished in the leer of suspicion and mistrust. Even 
the martial gait, the exact personal neatness, that 
had become with Maurice a second nature, almost 
ceased to distinguish him from the surrounding 
clowns ; and if ever Maurice displayed the appari- 
tion of his former self, it was when the unabated 
ardour of his gallant Blucher imparted to the rider 
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a portion of that fire which had borne them onward 
together in the path of military daring. 

Maurice was now considered as trusty an agent 
as he was an efficient coadjutor ; no enterprise was 
engaged in without his deliberate sanction; and 
having undertaken to superintend an exploit, he was 
sure to carry it through. A deed was soon pro- 
posed to him, from which, if his spirit recoiled at 
the first mention, he was now too wary to betray the 
mental struggle. It was the perpetration of cold- 
bloodedy deliberate murder ; and the destined victim 
was a gentleman, alike respectable for age, and a 
character in which piety, benevolence, and every 
domestic virtue, formed a beautiful assemblage; 
but then he was a Protestant, and a Tithb 
Pboctok. 

Against this latter class of persons, hatred the 
most implacable, and violence the most sanguinary, 
were carefully encouraged among the Rockites. 
Fiercely opposed to the tithe system, they sought, 
by intimidating its agents, to render its operations 
impracticable. Nor was their vengeance confined 
to those who received the tithe ; its payer was me- 
naced, and not unfrequently visited with utter ruin ; 
and the wretched alternative alone was left of seeing 
his little household stock seized for the arrear, and 
sold before his eyes, in payment of exorbitant costs, 
or experiencing, amid flames of devastation, the ten- 
tier mercies of his patriotic advocates, the Rockite 
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legislators. Maurice would have gloried in firing 
an enemy's powder magazine, though sure to perish 
in the fierce explosion; but igniting the haystack, 
or the thatched roof of a poor family — his country- 
men — those of his own religion too — was a deed to 
which no sophistry could reconcile him ; and when 
he assented to the murder of the Proctor, perhaps 
his plea of self-justification rested mainly on the 
hope of thus terminating these more frequent and 
most cruel visitations on the peasantry. 

The ambush was laid ; and the venerable man was 
struck from his horse while riding peaceably towards 
his home. The contusion did not prevent his rising 
again, and he would have addressed the murderous 
party, but they drowned his voice with clamorous 
demands that he should immediately make the sign 
of the cross : this he refused to do. 

" Why, what harm can it do you then, you cursed 
old heretic villain?" exclaimed one of the gang. 

" No more harm than any other movement," re- 
plied the Proctor, calmly, "if made indiflPerently, but 
you require it as the token of abjuring my religion, 
and as such I dare not do it." 

" Won't you do it to save your life?" 

" My life you will not spare ; but were it so, my 
soul is far more precious; rather will I die this 
moment than purchase prolonged existence, by even 
an apparent apostacy from the faith in which I 
stand." 
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" Insolent, old ruffian! your soul will be in hell 
in a few minutes.** 

" No ; for my Redeemer is in heaven." 

" Kneel down, and cross yourself !** vociferated 
several voices. 

" I will not cross myself; but I will kneel to Him 
who died upon the cross, and through his precious 
blood implore forgiveness for myself, and mercy for 

you, who" A bullet through his head cut short 

the prayer. 

A tumult of bitter feelings raged in the breast of 
Maurice during this scene of butchery ; it ended in 
leaving him more desperately hardened than before. 
Such will ever be the case where man struggles 
against the dictates of natural conscience ; and 
that its secret voice did not for a moment drown all 
the pleadings of superstitious sophistry, on the oc- 
casion of this frightful atrocity, no one can belieye. 

Among the Rockite party, there was a man who 
seemed to hold a superior station, and who evi- 
dently was better taught than the appearance which 
he made would indicate. In his dress he was 
slovenly, and in person most uncleanly ; his man- 
ners were savagely repulsive, and the notices penned 
by him were couched in language more dreadful 
than those of any other person. In his mirth he 
was boisterously rude, in his anger malignantly 
bitter. Maurice never liked the man, but was 
flattered by the marked exception made in his 



THE BOCKITE. 27 

favour by this tyrannic leader, who neither bullied 
nor contradicted him, but always sought to con- 
ciliate the Dragoon. It was he who planned the 
recent murder ; and not long after its perpetration, 
communicated to Maurice a project in which he 
claimed the aid of his skill, courage, and bodily 
prowess. 

" There is," said O'Rourke, " about twenty miles 
from hence, a small estate, occupied by a fellow, 
whose prolonged life is at once a curse and a dis- 
grace to our party. Not that the man is old ; but 
by his pernicious activity, he has cramped our 
movements continually, and by his impudent reso- 
lution, set us at defiance. I know that he is about 
to redouble his importunity with the Government, 
not only to bring the Peelers here, but also to let 
him equip a regular force, and put himself at their 
head. He is a cursed locust, and has a young fry 
that go about spreading the poison of heresy among 
the cabins, and canting like so many begging friars." 
O'Rourke paused, as was usual, when he found his 
contempt for his own church breaking out, whilst 
reviling every other. 

" Well, Delany, this Orange rascal cannot be 
shot. I believe the devil has made him bullet- 
proof, not being sJple to spare such a choice tool : 
and if he was out of the way, he has sons of the 
same metal, ready to wade knee-deep in Catholic 
blood. Och! the curse of the whole kalender be 
upon them ! But, Delany, there is one chance, 
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and that a glorious one : the spalpeen has daughters 
too, and the prettiest creatures that ever tripped the 
emerald sod." 

" Faith, then, I smell your plan, comrade : a 
moonlight wooing, to horse and away, is it ?" 

" Just so, Maurice : there is no man but your- 
self, to whom I durst confide the management of 
the business, but difficulties only spur you on. I 
have made choice of one, she is the father's darling. 
Once I have her snug in my quarters, we give the 
law to the whole clan at Slieve-moran." 

" And I another of them," said Maurice. 

" No, no — not of these. You must rob some 
other nest — ^good husbands are too scarce to bestow 
two on one family." He laughed grimly as he 
spoke ; and Maurice, in his heart, pitied the fair 
girl for whom such a wooer was destined : but to 
the exploit itself he had no objection; indeed, he 
rather longed for such a skirmish as the father's 
character seemed to promise. He was tired of 
butchering old men, and frightening babes. 

O'Rourke farther unfolded his plan, which was 
to dispatch Maurice with half a dozen of the most 
efficient among his troop ; and to wait in the vi- 
cinity of Slieve-moran such farther information as 
might lead them forward more confidently. Mr. 
Butler, he said, was as prudent as he was bold ; 
and must be warily dealt with. 

" We have settled two of that name, already," 
observed Maurice. 
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" Yes ; but not of this family — ^they are very 
high, I promise you." 

To Slieve-moran went Maurice and his select 
party. O'Rourke met them at a cabin about two 
miles from the spot, and told Maurice that every 
thing depended on their seizing the right individual. 
It was evident that his own gratification was con- 
cerned especially in this point; but he prudently 
assigned, as a reason for being so particular, the 
high estimation in which the young lady stood with 
her family. 

To give Maurice an opportunity of deliberately 
viewing his future victim, so as to guard against 
mistake, a plan was soon devised. The father was 
careful not to let his daughters pass the boundary 
of his pleasure grounds unattended, or otherwise 
than in a body: to obtain a sight of the one in 
question, a message was sent to the house, stating 
that an old woman, known to be a great devotee of 
the Roman Catholic church, was dangerously ill; 
that she wanted to see Miss Butler alone, and seek 
comfort from her. Such a plea, they told Maurice, 
could not fail ; for the young lady would overrule 
all her father's scruples, and obey the summons. 
She did so ; the old woman was laid in her bed, 
groaning most piteously, and Maurice seated in the 
darkest corner of the cabin, his hat pulled over his 
eyes, and busily employed in budding potatoes, when 
the light step of the fair visitant crossed the uneven 
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floor, and a soothing voice enquired of old Katy's 
welfare. A few hypocritical expressions of bodily 
and mental pain, with a hint at the comfort it would 
give her to hear some good words read, soon drew 
forth the little pocket Bible, and her straw bonnet 
laid aside, the young lady advanced to the disco- 
loured pane that constituted a window. The light 
streamed downward upon a face as beautiful as a 
pictured seraph, to Maurice more terrible than a 
destroying demon — a face and a form that he could 
have longed to bury a thousand fathoms deep in 
earth, or sea, rather than expose them to their im- 
pending fate. 

Julia Butler was the daughter of an officer who 
had led his troop to victory abroad, and watched 
over it at home with paternal care. She, who stood 
there, the unsuspecting object of conspiracy so atro- 
cious, had once saved Maurice from the disgrace of 
the lash, by disarming, with smiles and tears, her 
father's rigid discipline. There was scarcely a man 
in the regiment who would not have interposed his 
life between those fair motherless girls and danger : 
but none among them felt the devoted attachment 
of Maurice Delany. He was their father's orderly 
many a time, when temporary command devolved 
on the Captain; and as he looked on their playful 
countenances, and watched over their heedless steps, 
for they were then mere children, Maurice felt as if 
the guardianship of some costly treasure was con- 
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fided to him. With Captain Butler too, he was a 
marked favourite : and if Maurice had a heart, that 
family was enshrined within its centre. 

The Captain having obtained his majority, they 
had left the regiment four years before the dis- 
banding of Maurice's troop, and whither they had 
gone he knew not; but neither the lapse of time, 
nor the ripening beauty of womanhood in which the 
giddy girl was hardly recognizable to a careless 
eye, could leave Maurice for one single instant in 
doubt as to the identity of the being before him. 
Quick and violent in all his feelings, the emotion of 
that moment left him so completely stupified, that it 
was long ere he could comprehend what was uttered 
by the compassionate young visitor, to the supposed 
invalid. She had read a portion of the inspired 
volume aloud, and was bending over the low couch, 
when Delany first caught the import of what passed 
within his hearing. 

" Heart and flesh are failing you now, Katy," 
said Miss Butler, " and where will you find succour 
if you turn not to the living God — ^to Him who is 
mighty to save ?" 

" Och, and it's I that am a miserable sinner. 
Miss !" groaned the old woman. 

" We are all sinners, Katy, miserable sinners, 
indeed. Our hearts are deceitful and desperately 
wicked : full of all evil, continually departing from 
God, and delighting in sin. We naturally love to 
lean on broken reeds — things that cannot support 
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US — for conscience bears witness that * our God is 
a consuming fire,* and we tremble to approach Him. 
One only way is appointed by which the sinner 
may stand before this holy Lord God: but from 
that safe |>ath also we turn, and choose the crooked 
WHYS of man's invention, trusting to things that 
cannot profit, and looking for heaven without pre- 
^Htring for it." 

«• Oh that I was prepared for heaven !" cried 

Katy. 

«< That will never be," returned the young lady, 
«« while you seek it in your own merit, or in those 
of saints and mediators whom God has not ap- 
pointed. There is but one name under heaven 
given among men, whereby we may be saved, and 
that is the name of Christ Jesus, who stands more 
ready to receive and pardon, to sanctify and bless 
you, than you are to seek these gifts at His hands." 

« True for ye, Miss Butler, and you speak like 
an angel." 

Julia shook her head. " While you give heed to 
the words of your fellow-mortals, Katy, without 
knowing in whom or what you believe, it cannot 
be well with you. A day is coming — and how soon 
may it not arrive ! when your soul must leave this 
body, and stand alone and helpless before the Judge 
of the spirits of all flesh. Do you not believe this, 
Katy?" 

" Sure, and I do. Ma'am." 

" Then, believing it, how can you, how dare you 
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trifle with a single hour of this transient existence, 
and remain in such a fearful uncertainty as to your 
eternal state? Your Priest tells you confidently 
that certain forms, prayers, and ceremonies will 
save your soul. / tell you, Katy," and her face 
glowed with animated earnestness, "that all these 
things are nothing, less than nothing, and vanity. 
Nay, they are exceedingly sinful, as robbing Christ 
of His glory, dishonouring the truth, the holiness, 
the majesty of God ; and substituting for spiritual 
worship such mocking lip-service as the heathen 
ofifers to the shapeless stick or stone that he calls 
his god. Now, Katy, between these contrary asr 
sertions, how can you tell which to believe ?'* 

The old woman was silent. 

" See," continued Julia, holding up her little 
Bible, " Your Priests dare not deny this book to 
be the revealed will and word of God. But this 
book contradicts their doctrine, and therefore they 
hide it, and forbid you to look in it. I appeal to 
this book, Katy, and charge you to believe my 
words no farther than as they are confirmed by it. 
Oh! that you would. get some neighbour to read it 
to you, and pray to be taught of God ! At least, 
you can surely pray; and He will instruct your 
ignorance, lighten your darkness, and hide you 
under the shadow of His almighty wing. There 
alone is safety. These are days of darkness and 
alarm;" she proceeded in a faltering voice, "and 
how precious is the faith by which we can dwell 
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quiotly in the midst of perils knowing that the angel 
of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear 
Him, and delivereth them !" 

Tlio old woman feigned drowsiness, and muttered 
something indistinctly. 

" You had better sleep," said the kind instructor, 
" but do not let your soul continue in the slumber 
of unrepented sin. The sickness now upon you is 
surely a message from above. It will be blessed to 
some, perhaps," — and her look slightly glanced to 
where Maurice sat, — " but while we pray that a 
good work may be done in you, remember that you 
must also strive to work out your own salvation: 
not by the vain and sinful forms of an idolatrous 
religion, but by that faith which worketh by love : 
believing what God has spoken in Christ, and 
obeying because we believe. Farewell, Katy ;" and 
after depositing something on the pillow, she left 
the cabin. 

To Maurice the whole scene bore the character 
of a dream, rather than a reality ; and rudely was 
he awakened from it, when old Katy jumped from 
her bed, and taking up the donation left on her 
pillow, exclaimed, " Are ye sure, honey, ye'll know 
the lady again ?" 

" I'll engage for it," answered Maurice, with 
bitter emphasis. 

" Troth, and it isn't for the like of you to see 
such faces every day. They are three roses on a 
stalk ; and though this be the queen among them. 
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they're as like as red roses can be. The Virgin be 
good unto us !" she continued, crossing herself, with 
low genuflexions, "and take away all heresy, and 
forgive me for hearing the words of an ill book. 
It was done for holy Church's sake, and a ten-penny 
bit shall go out of this little gold, or a five-penny, 
any how, to next Easter dues. Och ! it's unknown 
the charity these Butlers have given me. And sure 
ril do a holy deed in going against my feelings to 
harm them for Church's sake, and the Virgin, and 
the Saints — ^heretics that they be, root and branch, 
ill luck to 'em!" 

Before Katy had concluded her contradictory ha- 
rangue, Maurice left the cabin. He could no longer 
endure the display of hypocrisy and treachery, jus- 
tified by the plea of religion: and following too 
close upon an appeal which had sunk deep into his 
heart and conscience. When Julia Butler spoke of 
the security of those who made the Lord their 
refuge, an Amen had nearly burst from his lips ; 
and he now rushed after her, with a vague purpose 
of confessing all his meditated guilt. But she was 
leaning on the arm of a tall youth, whom he judged 
to be her younger brother, and dreading the effect 
of an unadvised disclosure, he retreated to a neigh- 
bouring copse, and sat down, burying his face in his 
hands. 

To rescue, at the expense of his life, the family 
of Butler, appeared to Maurice as natural and in- 
evitable an act, as to inhale the element that he 
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UKJvetl in : how to accomplish it was a formidable 
difficulty. The failure of one assault would not 
discourage his desperate associates from more 
violent attempts; while the premature discovery 
of his defection, must deprive the victims of their 
only chance of ultimate escape. He was bound, 
too, by oaths of tremendous import ; and they had 
nerved his hand to deeds of cowardly assassination : 
but oaths were ties of gossamer, and the deeply 
woven sophistry of false patriotism was as a frac- 
tured cobweb, when opposed to the impetuous dic- 
tates of passionate feeling. How inexcusable, then, 
was his participation in the crimes of his confede- 
rates, during many past months ! He felt it to be 
so ; and never did conscious guilt, combined with 
the impotent and feverish eagerness that would 
compass an unattainable object, so league to tor- 
ture the mind of man, as now in the case of 
Maurice. 

But Maurice was to meet O'Rourke in two hours 
time ; and every moment became more precious than 
the preceding. Failing to devise some plan for the 
victim's escape, he felt that he must inevitably be- 
tray to the ruffian destroyer his excited feelings, 
and perhaps do him some actual violence. Every 
bad and ferocious passion so carefully fostered in 
his bosom by his guilty companions, now turned in 
fearful malignity against themselves ; while with the 
image of Julia Butler returned all the proud and 
fascinating pageantry of his former profession, all 
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the pride and pomp of military array, in such in- 
tolerable contrast to his present degradation, yet 
further aggravated by the new and alarming truths 
which he had just heard under circumstances so 
touching, that every stern and stubborn feeling 
sunk subdued beneath the rush of imwonted emo- 
tion, and he wept till exhausted nature could no 
more. 

Relieved in some degree by this ebullition, he at 
length arose, comparatively calm, and proceeded to 
find his horse. It may be readily supposed that the 
very eye of the gallant steed seemed to his dis- 
ordered fancy to glance reproach upon him. He 
felt it, and answering the imaginary appeal, whis- 
pered, as he grasped the rein, " True for ye, Blucher, 
but we'll save her yet." 

Had Maurice been a scribe, the caution might 
have been conveyed to Slieve-moran in security : 
but here too his idle and volatile temper, his neg- 
lect of all that might really profit, and his blind 
adherence to the ignorance in which the sluggard 
loves to feel his soul becalmed, bore bitter fruit 
in the hour of extreme need. Rejecting Captain 
Butler's frequent advice, he had slighted oppor- 
timities of useful information, and refused to attend 
the regimental school. No person could be trusted 
to commit his thoughts to paper, for a failure would 
be irretrievable ruin on both sides. He resolved to 
loiter about the vicinity of the house, and trust to 
chance for an opportunity of doing more. Some- 
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what cheered by this prospect, he endured to hear 
O'Rourke expatiate on the beauty of his victim, and 
the triumph that such an exploit would ensure over 
" the whole gang of Slieve-moran." 

" No time must be lost, Delany ; the nights will 
soon be moonlight." 

" That's what we want," said Maurice, resolved at 
all events to gain time. 

" Nonsense ! you'll only be marked the easier, and 
shot like dogs." 

" If I undertake this campaign, Mr. O'Rourke, I 
must carry it on in my own way." 

" Well, don't be affronted ; I depend on you ; for, 
let alone personal regard, I confess that you are the 
only lad to cope with these bloody-minded Butlers." 

On the next night, Maurice undertook to post a 
notice some miles distant, which he tore to atoms 
as soon as he was fairly out of sight, and galloped 
away to Slieve-moran. It was clear starlight, and 
the outline of the building could be distinctly traced, 
while Maurice softly walked his steed around the 
plantation, and strove to derive new spirit to invent, 
to plan, to execute, as he looked upon its light bat- 
tlements and fragile towers : for it was a castellated 
building. He had not made two circuits, when his 
path was suddenly impeded by another horseman, 
who, in a gruff and not very natural voice, ex- 
claimed, " By the powers, my gay fellow, but you're 
making a leisurely round on your post." 

" What are you ?" asked Maurice in a threaten- 
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ing tone, half suspecting O'Rourke in the disguised 
voice. 

" And is it at me you're asking it, jewel ? may be 
it's you that should tell." 

" I'm a friend," said Maurice impatiently. 

« To the family?" 

« Of course." 

" Och, then it's myself that will be beholden to 
you for a good word with the Butlers — come on ;" 
and he seized Blucher's bridle; then transferring 
the grasp to his rider's collar, nearly dragged him 
down by the unexpected movement. 

The coarse brogue, the jeering language, the 
violent attack, all combined to strengthen Delany's 
suspicions of espionage on the part of O'Rourke's 
gang ; he struggled, but the tenacious grasp re- 
sisted his efforts : his blood was on fire, and he 
discharged a pistol at his opponent, who instantly 
loosed his hold, exclaiming in an altered tone, " You 
have done for me." Certain that the report must 
alarm the household, and that the wounded man, 
whether friend or foe, would be discovered imme- 
diately, Maurice galloped away. 

The next morning brought to his retreat the 
oews that yoimg Butler was wounded by some 
unknown assassin ; mortally, some said ; others 
not. Maurice made no remark, but inwardly 
swore tenfold vengeance for the blood that he had 
unwittingly shed. 

Days passed on ; there was no prospect of longer 
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delay : young Butler's hurt was slight, and no dan- 
ger apprehended ; but Maurice hoped the rencontre 
would lead to greater caution on the part of the 
family. However, it was ascertained by means of 
a treacherous female servant, with whom some of 
the gang had successfully tampered, that the young 
gentleman appeared convinced his midnight enemy 
was merely a poacher, as he at first surmised ; and 
therefore no particular defensive preparations were 
made. 

The plan was now ripe : and a second night was 
to witness the perpetration of the deed. Young 
Butler's wounded state seemed to favour them ; as 
much attention would be paid to guarding him in 
the event of a hostile entrance. Maurice heard the 
room minutely described, in which they were to 
search for Julia : he heard the reiterated directions 
that would ensure the delivery of his prize into 
O'Rourke's brutal hands; and nerved to attempt 
impossibilities, rather than behold the triumph of 
his viUany, the soldier quitted the party, and rode 
off, by a circuitous route, in the direction of Slieve- 
moran. 

Aware that an emissary of the Rockites was con- 
cealed among Captain Butler's domestics, he dared 
not venture to the house ; but in an agony of mind, 
revolving a thousand undefinable plans, he loitered 
in its immediate vicinity; until in the adjoining 
copse he caught a view of three female figures, 
among whom he was certain that of Julia was dis- 
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cemible. Springing from the saddle, he led Blucher 
to a shaded spot, and fastened him up beneath a 
tree, stealing with wary, but impatient steps towards 
that point from which he calculated on best inter- 
cepting the progress of the young ladies. Ere he 
could proceed far, a sudden call, uttered in a voice 
well used to command, arrested his steps : and Major 
Butler, supporting on his arm his son, appeared a 
few paces distant from him. 

Startled by the unexpected apparition, and struck 
with shame, Maurice half averted his face, while 
the question was yet more peremptorily repeated. 
'* What seek you here?" and a sword-stick, which 
he well recollected, was firmly grasped by the 
veteran's hand. But a deep sense of the invaluable 
opportunity, overcame all other feelings ; and he 
eagerly approached the gentlemen, who appeared 
to expect a hostile onset, and evidently stood on 
guard. 

" One word," he exclaimed, in a smothered, but 
eager tone. 

" Stand where you are. Sir," interrupted the 
young man sternly ; " we can hear you." 

But Maurice still approached, unmindful of the 
pistol which the wounded youth now produced ; 
and of the father's warning voice, " Beware ; we 
have watched your motions, and a step too near 
hazards your life." 

" Take it if you will ; only take my counsel 
with it." 
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" By my soul," exclaimed young Butler, " 'tis the 
very fellow" 

" Silence!" interrupted Maurice vehemently; 
" and you, Sir, mark me as you value heaven. Re- 
move your daughters, guard your house, trust no 
one, be secret, be resolute !" 

" And for what?" said young Butler, drawing 
nearer, " you appear a likely fellow to give friendly 
advice." 

But Maurice heeded him not. " Waste not a 
day, not an hour. Neglect my words, and you are 
lost : repeat them and you lose your only friend ; 
there is treachery :" pointing to the house, " and 
there," waving his arm around, " are foes you little 
think of." All this was spoken with the utmost 
rapidity, and while speaking he retreated. 

" Seize him, father!" cried young Butler, too 
conscious of his own weakness to make the attempt 
himself ; but raising the pistol which he held. The 
Major, however, turned his arm aside, shaking his 
head, while he intently looked upon Delany, and 
said, " Supposing your motives were friendly, and 
your counsel worth heeding, how are we to account 
for the strange fashion in which you deliver the 
warning ?" and while speaking, the gentlemen con- 
trived to intercept his path to where the horse was 
left. 

" Botheration !" exclaimed Maurice, impatiently, 
" What would I get by giving you such advice, if 
it were not needed ? " 
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" You might chance to get off better than you 
deserve, from some disappointed scheme of villany," 
. answered young Butler. 

" 'Tis false," cried Delany, " and you may learn 
that to your cost, ere long :" then recollecting Julia, 
he vehemently added, " For the love of heaven, 
Major Butler, for the love of an angel now in heaven, 
and an angel still upon earth, slight not my counsel. 
My life you may take, and no great matter ; if I 
valued it, I had not come here alone,, and unarmed, 

to warn you, but" at this moment he perceived 

several men hastening from the rear of the house, in 
which direction young Butler's eye had frequently 
been turned with a glance of impatient expectation. 
No time was to be lost ; by a sudden dash he passed 
the gentlemen, and springing over a low fence, 
was on Blucher's back in a moment. Again the 
pistol was aimed: and again Major Butler pushed 
it aside, exclaiming, " At your peril, Tom ; — don't 
touch him." Maurice rapidly wheeled his horse 
round them, crying out, " You'll regret your in- 
gratitude; and if you neglect my warning, you'll 

weep tears of blood for it. If you repeat it" 

here he found it necessary to start off at full gallop, 
and pursued by the shouts of the men, who had, by 
this time, approached very near, he was speedily out 
of sight. 

Highly irritated, young Butler withdrew his arm 
from that of his father, and said, " I never yet dis- 
obeyed you. Sir, nor have I now done so, although 
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the rascal who shot me was within my reach ; but 
there are claims'* 

" Pho, Tom," interrupted the Major, " you are 
hot and hasty. Let us send these fellows back to 
the house, and not a word of what has passed until 
we have talked the matter over. I have looked 
upon that fellow and his horse before now." 

Dismissing the men who returned from their 
unavailing pursuit, the gentlemen slowly proceeded 
towards the pleasure grounds, where the uncon- 
scious maidens were still strolling; and here we 
leave them to accompany Maurice. 

Chafed by a reception so little accordant with his 
warm feelings towards the family, for whom he 
hazarded his all, and yet relieved from an intole- 
rable oppression of mind, he continued his course, 
taking care to reach the lowly cabin by a route 
far different from that which led to Slieve-moran. 
He thought somewhat unusual twinkled in the sullen 
eye of O'Rourke, at his approach, and before any 
question could be put, proceeded to narrate the 
imaginary adventures of his morning ride. O'Rourke 
heard him out; and then opened more fully his 
nefarious designs for the ensuing evening. 

Professing unlimited confidence in his dear Cap- 
tain Delany, he represented the danger that must 
accrue from a sudden pursuit, and the probability 
of a large force being brought to bear upon their 
movements ; ending with a broad hint of the ser- 
vice they would be rendering their country by ex- 
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tirpating, as far as might be, this pestilent nest of 
locusts. 

Maurice listened very coolly, tapping his boot 
with a little switch ; and when O'Rourke concluded, 
raised his eyes suddenly with a piercing gaze, and 
asked whether he had altered his designs concerning 
the young lady. 

" No, faith. Captain, Fm no such fool. The best 
concerted plans may fail : and in case of accident, 
we have a sure hold on them, while we hold her : 
but the boys will be for a general finish among 
these sassenachs, and why should we rob them 
of their just revenge ? The house may take fire, 
for aught we know ; and who's to pay us for quench- 
ing it ?" 

" True enough," said Maurice, who saw the in- 
fernal design was already fixed, beyond his power 
of interference ; the traitors within being doubt- 
less prepared to render efficient aid to the ruffians 
without. " And, therefore," continued O'Rourke, 
" it will be best for you to leave that business en- 
tirely to the boys, and hasten away with your prize." 

" Alone ?" asked Delany, with something like 
a gleam of hope darting across his mind. " Alone ? 
St. Mary forbid ! we know your worth too well to 
venture your safety in such odds. No : Hennessy, 
Conlan, and Fitzgerald will accompany you; and 
myself be in waiting at the Kilmurtagh pass." 

Apparently acquiescing in what he had no 
means of opposing, Maurice led Blucher to his 
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shed ; and apostrophized him with muttered in- 
vectives on the gross abuse of a system, the mis- 
chievous tendency of which he now saw in so 
glaring a light. That O'Rourke was actuated 
by passions as selfish as they were base, and that 
he would as readily sacrifice those of his own 
creed, religious and political, to the same private 
ends, he could not for a moment doubt; yet did 
this fellow, who so far unmasked to him his atro- 
cious character, support the appearance of a most 
devoted patriot among the more despised dupes 
of his villany: and assume the glow of enthusiasm, 
in a cause where he felt no real interest whatever ; 
because, by kindling in their untutored spirits the 
reality of what he feigned, he could weld them 
to his purpose, as heated metal beneath the hand 
of the artificer. Maurice bitterly felt that he 
had become a despicable tool in the employ of an 
obscure bandit, who would doubtless deliver him 
up to an ignominious death, with as little scruple 
as he now led him into such damning guilt, for the 
safety of his own person, or the gratification of any 
one among his sordid appetites. 

Thus reasoned Maurice, while he prepared his 
horse, by an unwonted allowance of repose and 
good cheer, for the dubious service of the morrow's 
night. His weapons, too, were carefully exa- 
mined, and a plentiful store of ammunition deposited 
in his cartouch box. O'Rourke marked, well 
pleased, these decisive tokens of anxious prepara- 
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tion, and recompensed his zeal with a more copious 
communication of his own vile plans, and merciless 
purposes. Maurice listened with clenched teeth; 
while some imaginary impediment to the progress 
of his work, by a£fording an excuse for an occa- 
sional stamp and violent imprecation, supplied him 
with a vent for feelings that might otherwise have 
hurst out in a manner more perilous to the wretch 
who in reality provoked them. 

A long and deep carouse closed the night, and 
Maurice was tempted to drown, in the vortex of 
intoxication, the maddening thoughts that preyed 
upon his spirit; but dread of betraying the actual 
state of his mind withheld him; and he remained 
sober. Tossed in a whirlwind of passions, his 
soul found no resting place : he could have wished 
to pray, but the crime of perjury, the overwhelm- 
ing horror of his church's curse, and a total igno- 
rance of that Being whom he almost longed to seek 
in the extremity of his distress, all presented a bar 
that he could not over-leap. Visions of the past, 
even of his innocent childish days, floated before 
his sight, till it became dim with gathering dew. 
At times he utterly despaired of the slightest help 
for any one bearing the name of Butler: at other 
times he fancied impossible feats of prowess, effecting 
their deliverance. One stern resolve he had formed, 
almost unconsciously; it was, in the event of total 
failure in his every hope, to dispatch at once the 
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destroyer and the victim, yielding himself a ready 
prey to the vengeance of his comrades. 

Morning came, and noon, and with what a mix- 
ture of dread and impatience did Maurice watch 
the varying shadows that betrayed the lapse of day ! 
No sooner had evening closed in, than the bustle of 
active preparation was heard : horses appeared as if 
by magic, at the rear of the cabin ; but it was only 
to select five or six of those whose deportment 
promised best for fleetness and strength. Blucher, 
refreshed by his master's careful attention, pawed 
the ground in high and eager spirits, nor would it 
have been an easy matter at that moment, to con- 
vince Maurice that the steed in whose mouth he 
secured the bit, was unconscious of his destination, 
or failed to participate in the emotion that bounded 
through his own veins with exhausting violence. 

The moon was young, and had made far progress 
towards the western horizon, when the cavalcade 
set forth, marshalled under a leader who fervently 
wished the earth to cleave asunder and engulph 
them. He was armed with a keen sabre ; holsters, 
rudely fashioned under his directions, were fixed to 
the saddle ; a carbine was slung across his shoulders, 
and a spear-head, dagger wise, was stuck in his belt : 
but that on which he most relied, as a concealed 
friend, was a case of pocket pistols, so disposed in 
the inner breast of his coat, that he could in a 
moment draw either from its hiding-place, when 
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apparently disarmed. Young Butler had already 
experienced the effect of such manoeuvre; and 
deeply did Maurice swear, as he screwed the bullets 
down, that the blood so disastrously spilt should be 
avenged tenfold. 

Winding along the unfrequented, and indeed 
trackless route chosen for their march, the Rockites 
approached Slieve-moran. Six were mounted on 
picked horses, and ten more not so advantageously. 
All were armed, although unequally, and by no 
means in such military order as their captain. 
Maurice was indeed the Captain Rock of the night, 
and most cordially did he loathe the distinction. 

They were now near upon the abode of Major 
Butler, and silently advanced to make a sudden and 
simultaneous attack upon the entrance which they 
were assured could offer least resistance. The 
horses were secured, so as to allow of instantaneous 
release; two sentinels were posted near them, two 
at either end of the mansion, and three on the far- 
ther side. The remaining seven moved to the as- 
sault, two armed with heavy crowbars, wherewith 
to force the door. 

It was a moment of the wildest agony to Mau- 
rice; whither could he turn? a symptom of de- 
fection would prove his death warrant, and ready 
executioners stood around him. Assured that his 
only and desperate hope must be confined to the 
possibility of rescuing Julia, in the deepest confu- 
sion of the fray, he dared not pause on his path 

E 



50 THE SOCKITE. 

to what he felt as a deed of unpardonable sacrilege. 
Cold daiupg were diffused over his brow, and but 
for tlie veil of night, he must have stood convicted 
Hiiion^' liis conu*ade8 of unmanly cowardice. Still 
tlicy drew nigh ; and as the iron bars were lifted for 
H tlmnderiug salute, a well directed volley through 
the i4)ertures of closed window-shutters laid two of 
till* iissailunts low, and drove back the remainder in 
t]i(; confusion of astonishment. 

A loud huzza burst from the lips of Maurice ; it 
w us tliut of rapturous exultation ; but his conu^es 
understood it as a cry of encouragement, and imme- 
diately rallying, poured an irregular fire into the 
w indow, the glass of which was of course shattered, 
but no impression appeared to be made on the inner 
barriciulo; while a more concentrated volley from 
another part of the building startled the gang, and 
(liHuhlcd a third fellow. Enraged to the highest 
pitch, the Rockites vociferated their war cry of 
*' Captain Rock I Down with the Palatine ! death 
to every locust I death to the bloody Butlers !** and 
regardless of the fire still briskly plied against 
them, they rushed upon doors and windows, in 
reckless desperation, convinced that a sudden ma- 
nifestation of treachery from within would shortly 
give full scope to their murderous revenge. But 
nothing of the kind appeared; and one of the party 
proposed drawing off, out of gunshot, to allow time 
for such event to take place. 

" 'Twill blaze in a moment," said he to Delany, 
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" and then we can return, and stab the bloody dogs 
back into the flames." 

His advice was adopted ; and as they stood im- 
patiently eyeing the devoted mansion, a sudden light, 
bursting at once through a considerable part of the 
upper windows, fulfilled their expectations : with 
loud whoops they again rushed forward, Maurice 
eagerly pressing in the van, when another regular 
and tremendous discharge of small arms staggered 
the party ; and Delany fell, shot through the ancle, 
in a way that utterly disabled him from standing. 

His fall redoubled the fury of his comrades ; they 
again fired, and again rushed on; while foaming 
with rage and despair, Maurice rolled and writhed 
on the ground. The smoke prevented him from 
distinguishing any object, but a violent crash, fol- 
lowed by a shout of exultation from the lissailants, 
bespoke some advantage gained ; yet a repulse evi- 
dently drove them back in confusion, and they had 
well nigh trampled on him. Then, once more dis- 
charging their pieces, they dashed at the house 
again, with a louder and more triumphant yell than 
formerly ; their retreating voices told that they had 
entered, and were proceeding through the man- 
sion ; Maurice made one supernatural effort, raised 
himself from the ground to his knees, and fixed a 
fearful stare upon the building. But a mist passed 
over his eyes, every sound appeared to die away in 
dreamy indistinctness, and he fell senseless upon the 
earth. 

e2 
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When Maurice awoke to consciousness, his first 
sensation was that of extreme cold. A damp chill 
was upon his limbs, and a shudder ran through his 
frame, expressive alike of bodily and of mental suf- 
fering. He looked around, and beheld on every 
side the over-hanging branches of trees that dripped 
with dew. Ere reason had fully re-assumed her 
power, a vague idea of his presence being immedi- 
ately required elsewhere, impelled him to start from 
the ground ; to which, however, he again fell, groan- 
ing with the intense agony of his forgotten wound. 
Recalled to a full recollection of the circumstances 
under which that wound was inflicted, Maurice 
again half-raised himself, anxiously endeavouring 
to catch, through some casual opening, a glimpse 
of the dwelling, the object of his most racking 
solicitude, but in vain. A high bank, profusely 
covered with brambles, overtopped by trees, half- 
encircled him ; while immense bushes of hawthorn, 
interspersed with elm and ash, formed an opposite 
barrier, through which the eye could not penetrate, 
even if assisted by a much stronger light than 
was afforded by the faint gleam of a dull morning. 

That he had been conveyed to some corner of 
Major Butler's plantation, appeared quite evident 
to Maurice, but beyond this he could surmise no- 
thing. Long and breathlessly did he listen for any 
sound that might assist his conjectures as to the 
quarter in which the mansion lay ; but all was 
still. The little birds, indeed, as they fluttered 
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among the boughs, accompanied with a rustling 
noise the scattering of the dew upon his head ; but 
this, and their faint twittering, alone broke in upon 
the dreary silence that surrounded him. 

Unable to endure the poignancy of his reflec- 
tion, again and again did Maurice essay to rise, 
and work his way through the perplexing shrubs. 
The only fruit of his efforts was a conviction that, 
besides the wound in his leg, he had received some 
violent contusions in various parts of his body. 
The desperation of his mind would have overcome 
all sense of pain, had that been the sole obstacle 
to his success ; but exhaustion proved an insuper- 
able barrier, and after a few convulsive efforts, he 
lay still, powerless, but fully awake to all the horrors 
of his lot. A lingering death seemed now his 
certain fate : it was improbable that any human eye 
should be led to explore a spot apparently chosen 
for concealment, whether by the treachery of his 
comrades, or by their mistake in supposing him 
dead. By degrees his intense anxiety gave way to 
the overpowering interest of his own situation, and 
since death must speedily be encountered, he re- 
solved to meet the last enemy with fortitude. 

Had Maurice been conducted to the gibbet, a fate 
to which his recent crimes well entitled him, he 
would probably, in the language too lightly applied 
on such occasions, have evinced great penitence 
and resignation. Beneath the deceptive soothings 
of his priest, and the curious gaze of a thousand 
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eyes, superstition and pride would have contributed 
to produce a decent composure of manner, and 
even to drown the inward voice of fearful antici- 
pation. But, destitute of these excitements, Maurice 
had now to meet his God, alone and unsupported : 
with a gxiilty soul and burdened conscience, he 
must launch forth upon eternity, and receive from 
the lips of his Almighty Judge, the final doom. 
How terrible was the thought ! Trembling on 
the verge of an untried gulf, how fain would the 
wretched spirit have beheld some hope to which it 
might cling, have heard some pitying voice exclaim- 
ing, "stay him from going down into the pit: I 
have found a ransom." But no such comfort beamed 
upon Maurice : he had his patron saint, and his 
creed included a long list of names, to which he 
had been accustomed to pay a blind adoration : but 
these visionary beings afforded him now no stay. 
The misdeeds of his youth rose up against him, and 
darkened as they rose into the sanguine hues of 
robbery and murder. Violence and spoil seemed the 
sum of those exploits in which, as a soldier, he once 
boasted; assassination was the mark stamped on 
his later crimes. Through the canopy of branches 
that crowned his comfortless bed, he almost imagined 
that the visible eye of incensed Omnipotence frowned 
upon his ghastly visage ; while every rustle of the 
leaves swelled to the whispered menace of ven- 
geance and destruction. 

Man does not love, in the days of his strength, to 
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examine the chronicle of his deeds, and words, and 
thoughts ; — who shall speak the writhings of the 
hardened criminal, when, flung prostrate in his ini- 
quitous career, the page is opened in all its horrors 
before an eye deprived of the power even of closing 
itself against the blasting record ! Man seeks not 
to rest on an invisible arm, while proudly walking 
on his venturous pathway, in the dream that future 
years are reserved for thoughts of eternity : but 
the vision deceives him, his course unexpectedly 
terminates, and while earth glides from beneath his 
feet, how wildly, and alas ! too often how vainly, 
does his soul cry for the help so long despised, 
so often rejected, in its fearful passage to the scenes 
of an unchangeable existence. 

The sun arose, and shone dimly through the haze 
of an autumnal morning ; the breeze whistled among 
tangled boughs, scattering many a seared leaf on his 
damp resting-place, and still Maurice lay in such 
helpless agony of body and spirit, as wrung the 
moisture from every pore. He was sinking into the 
very lethargy of utter despair, when a sudden sound 
of light rustling among the bushes attracted his 
faint gaze, and presently a beautiful setter dog 
stood beside him. The sight of any living creature 
would have been a welcome break upon the terrible 
solitude of that hour ; and the short quick bark 
that burst from the intruder, sounded like the voice 
of reviving hope. The dog still stood at bay, and 
barked incessantly, until a distant whistle was heard, 
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the signal of recal, which he slowly obeyed, often 
looking back, and growling in his retreat. The 
feelings of Maurice may be conceived, under this 
desertion ; he attempted to utter a shout, but a faint 
cry was all that his lips had power to articulate ; too 
faint to summon relief. 

The dog, however, proved true to the wonderftd 
instinct of his nice : a few minutes only could elapse, 
ort> Maurice distinctly heard the short bark at in- 
ti'rvaU approaching ; and presently the rending 
asunder of inwoven branches bespoke the difficulty 
witli which some person was working his way 
through the underwood. Another minute, and the 
dog lightly bounded to his former station, followed 
by a man in the habit of a decent labourer ; to 
whose countenance the intelligent animal raised its 
bright eyes, while with gestures of delight it seemed 
to claim approval for its sagacious exploit. 

" What are you doing here, my man ?*' asked the 
stranger, in a tone of surprise. 

" Dying,** replied Maurice, faintly. 

" Troth, and you've chosen a strange corner to 
die in, if it's a real case :" then observing the blood 
in which the lower part of the soldier's dress ap- 
peared to be drenched, his manner changed. " In- 
deed, you seem to have got a bad scratch there; 
how did you come by it ?" 

" Water, water !" Maurice articulated, as the 
sense of burning thirst became more intolerable 
every moment. 
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" Well, it's no use troubling you now with ques- 
tions. You want help sure enough ; but 'tis an odd 
place to be found in, and how to get you out of it, 
I know not. You must have jumped, or tumbled 
down the bank that's behind you : but you're in no 
condition to climb up again at present." Then, 
after a pause, " I'll do what I can though ; lie 
still awhile ; and Rover, sir, stay there till I come 
back ;" so saying he disappeared. The dog seemed 
duly sensible of the charge which devolved on him ; 
lying down, and resting his chin on the knee of 
Maurice, he looked affectionately in his face, then 
licked his hand ; and in the thick pantings of this 
mute attendant, Maurice found a voice of sympathy 
and consolation. So gladly does proud man some- 
times turn for solace to the meanest of the creatures 
over whom he too often exerts with cruelty his un- 
resisted power. 

Rover's master was not long absent ; and, on his 
return, a tall lad accompanied him, who held to the 
lips of Maurice a small can of fresh buttermilk ; 
and proceeded to consult on the best means of re- 
moving him. " How far off is your home ?" asked 
he. This was a perplexing query ; and while Mau- 
rice hesitated for a reply, the elder stranger re- 
joined, " Never mind his home, Pat, 'tis not in this 
neighbourhood, that we know, any how : our place 
is the nearest, and there we'll take him." 

Pat assented ; and with much caution they raised 
the sufferer between them, making first an opening 
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among the trees and brambles to some distance. 
In the midst of all the agony occasioned by the 
movement, Maurice fixed his whole heart on one 
object; tlie glimpse that he expected to catch of 
Slieve-moran, on emerging from his leafy retreat : 
but before they had proceeded sufficiently far to look 
out on the surrounding country, perception entirely 
forsook him, and he remained unconscious, until the 
severe pain inflicted by a partial examination of his 
wound recalled his torpid senses. 

Maurice was lying on a small, but neat and com- 
fortable pallet-bed, in a room, the chief recommen- 
dation of which, was the cleanliness that prevailed 
in every part ; while a decent middle-aged woman 
supplied bandages to a stout young fellow, who, with 
his shirt-sleeves tucked up, was carefiiUy dressing the 
mangled limb. 

" Is the ball there still. Honey?" enquired the 
woman, in a tone of compassionate anxiety. 

" No, mother ; it's clane through the leg, and the 
better luck for him, poor fellow ; we may manage it 
yet without the doctor." 

" The Lord be praised 1" she ejaculated. 

Of all that 'passed, Maurice was perfectly sen- 
sible ; but partly from weakness, partly from a de- 
sire to escape some disagreeable interrogatories, he 
gave no indication of more than a mere return of 
suspended vitality. His wishes were seconded by 
the considerate care of his attendants, the young 
man saying, " Don't worry yourself with talk now ; 
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you are in good hands, and, please God, you'll do well 
enough : only he asy." 

Easy, however, poor Maurice could not he ; for 
with the hope of prolonged existence came all the 
torturing anxieties of the preceding days. Slieve- 
moran, Julia Butler — ^these were the themes that 
haunted him: and the natural desire for salutary 
repose was combated, in a feverish eagerness to hear 
every word that passed in the room ; assured that 
some allusion to the butchery of last night must be 
dropped in the course of conversation. Nothing of 
the kind rewarded his painful attention : but a new, 
though very inferior source of curiosity presented 
itself. In the young man who had dressed his 
wound, Maurice was certain that he recognized a 
person and a voice to which he was no stranger. 
In vain did he seek to identify the object of vague 
recollections ; the confusion of ideas, incident to his 
state, added tenfold perplexity : and the unconscious 
subject of his reverie, as he sate quietly reading or 
conversing with his mother, assumed in turn the 
shape of Tom Butler, of O'Brien, and even of 
O'Rourke, in the half-closed eyes of Maurice ; until 
weariness overpowered him, and he slept soundly. 

Latef in the evening, he awoke, with faculties much 
brightened ; and stealing a look across the apart- 
ment, beheld the family assembled; consisting of 
his two deliverers, and his two nurse-tenders. Ap- 
parently the young men were brothers, but Pat 
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was quite a lad : the other seemed about eight-and- 
twenty. 

The first sounds that saluted the awakened ear 
of Maurice, were exceedingly strange, though not 
unknown to it. They were words to which he had 
listened from the lips of a Protestant minister, 
when attending garrison duty : for the elder son 
was reading a Psalm to his attentive little congre- 
gation. It was the 90th, and the verse, " Thou 
hast set our iniquities before thee ; our secret sins in 
the light of thy countenance," smote the heart of 
Maurice. He listened to the end, and wished it 
had been longer ; when the solemn pause that suc- 
ceeded it, was broken by the young man. " Now, 
mother, as the next Psalm is so full of comfort, 
I'll read that too ;" and he did so, until he came 
to the seventh verse, " A thousand shall fall 
at thy side, and ten thousand at thy right hand, 
but it shall not conie nigh thee." Here the reader 
stopped, and resting the book on his knee, said, 
" How well I remember, dear father and mother, 
when at the battle of Waterloo my comrades lay, 
I may say in piles around me — my poor horse was 
shot under me ; and I fell entangled in the stirrups. 
Before I could rise, I was actually galloped over 
by more than one of my own regiment, and soaked 
in the blood of many a dying comrade. Yet here 
I am, in my own sweet home, without even a scar 
to remind me of that day. The Lord grant that I 
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never may forget it though !" he added, in a voice 
of deep emotion, and resumed his book. 

A sudden light had broke in upon the mind 
of Maurice; it was no longer doubt and perplexity : 
the fine manly figure and intelligent countenance 
before him, were those of an old comrade ; one 
who had actually been in the immediate service of 
Major Butler, and who stood deservedly high in 
his esteem. Thady Connor, alike gentle and brave, 
had been a favourite with the whole corps ; and 
Maurice could have sprung from his bed to claim 
the friendship that always had glowed brightest 
in the day of a comrade's distress. Distress ! aye, 
but Maurice was disgraced ; would Thady Connor 
recognize the tie of ancient good will, now that 
Delany was a rebel, and an assassin? He could 
not bear the idea of making such a disclosure, nor 
would he plunge more deeply into guilt by feigning 
and deceiving. A bitter sigh, almost a groan, be- 
spoke the conflict of his mind ; it was heard, and 
Thady, having finished his reading, was beside him. 
" What cheer now ; how goes it with you, comrade ?" 
said he, kindly. The appellation almost led Maurice 
to conclude that he was recognized ; but he avoided 
looking up. 

" May-be he doesn't speak English," observed 
Pat ; and Thady immediately addressed him in the 
Irish tongue. 

" Thank you," murmured Maurice, " I am better ; 
but not well able to talk." 
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" Time enough for talking, my lad," remarked 
old Connor ; " time enough to the fore. Take a sup 
of broth, and go sleep till to-morrow." 

The broth was swallowed, and a kind good night 
exchanged ; but Thady still held the hand which 
involuntarily grasped his. 

" There's a little fever upon him, mother," said 
he, "but let him keep still, and he will sleep it 
off. A good night to you, my poor fellow, and 
God bless you." He shook his hand kindly, and 
seemed to resign it with a reluctance similar to 
that of Maurice : " but he knows me not," thought 
the latter, " or he never would have spoke Irish to 
me. 

Some hours of agonized reflecticm ended in a 
determination to confess all, and throw himself on 
Thady's compassion, rather than to remain in this 
horrible suspense respecting the Butlers. How 
strange that not a word relating to that family, and 
their fearful adventure, had passed the lips of one 
so long attached to them ! Was he known to be a 
sharer in that infamous crime ? he could not suppose 
so. Besides, this family were Protestants ; and as 
8uch, must be doubly opposed to a member of the 
Rockite association. Still he resolved to confide in 
Thady ; and at length fell into a slumber that lasted 
until the smarting wound forbade longer repose. 
The family were at breakfast, with the exception of 
one, whom he most desired to see ; but Thady 
appeared not. Connor and Pat went out, and 
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the good woman prepared to dress his wound. 
Traces of recent tears were on her cheeks, and her 
eyes again filled as she prepared the bandages : the 
operation was carefully performed, and slight nou- 
rishment administered, but few words passed. At 
length, Maurice, weary of watching the door, 
abruptly asked, " Where is Thady ?" 

The mother looked surprised, but gratified, 
" Troth, Honey, ye may well ask that ; for the likes 
of my Thady you will not soon meet, to dress your 
poor leg like a doctor and to spake to you like a 
brother, and to read the Bible like the minister him- 
self. Blessings on my Thady 1" and she wiped her 
eyes. 

" But where is he. Ma'am ?" 

" It's many a long mile off, where he is now ; 
and a sorrowinl house he laves when he's out of it," 
said the fond mother. 

" And when will he come back ?" 

" Och! if myself could tell that, wouldn't I be 
joyful ? Thady's gone to service." 

Days passed on : the irritation of his wound was 
so much increased by mental suffering, that Maurice 
grew worse and worse. He had not courage to 
speak of Slieve-moran in presence of the Connors ; 
for he soon discovered in their minds such a rooted 
horror of the Rock system, as filled him with 
apprehensions of the consequences, should a sus- 
picion be awakened. It was to him a matter of 
wonder that no enquiries had been made as yet, 
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respecting his previous adventure ; but this was 
owing to the generous consideration of Thady, who 
had over-ruled all his father's objections, and won 
a promise that no questions should be pressed while 
the stranger remained in a state of suffering. 
Alarmed, at length, at the obstinate resistance of 
the wound to all their little arts of healing, the 
Connors dispatched Pat to a town about seven 
miles off, to summon the assistance of an apo- 
thecary. 

It happened that an old army surgeon was pre- 
sent, when Pat made his report of his guest's situ- 
ation ; and whether from benevolence or curiosity, 
he volunteered to accompany the apothecary in 
his little outside car. Pat was also accommodated 
with a seat, and by dint of cross -questioning, was 
led to reveal more of the mysterious circumstances 
under which the patient fell into their hands, than 
accorded with the cautionary injunctions of his 
father. 

An examination of the wound, and proper di- 
rections for its future treatment, were followed by 
an invitation to partake of an humble luncheon in 
the cabin : an offer accepted, in the hope of eliciting 
something concerning the stranger. 

Maurice, however, had too much tact to discover 
more than he thought proper to relate ; and Mrs. 
Connor prudently referred the gentleman to himself 
for any information they required. 

Some conversation passed in a low tone between 



THE BOCKITE. 65 

the medical men; and the surgeon remarked in a 
more distinct voice, " It could not be the Slieve- 
moran affair." 

The effect produced by these words on Maurice 
may be conceived. The surgeon proceeded with 
military enthusiasm, " I never in my life heard of a 
more masterly manoeuvre : the fellow who planned 
ajid executed it deserves a Field Marshal's baton." 

" It was cleverly done, no doubt," muttered the 
apothecary, apparently not so well pleased. 

" And so completely successful too !" resumed 
the other. " A victory in the moment of seeming 
defeat. Setting aside the cause in which it was 
achieved, could any thing be finer ?" 

" Aye, — setting aside the cause. Sir," said the 
apothecary, as he rose somewhat abruptly from the 
table. 

The impression left on the mind of Maurice by 
this short conversation was torturing in the ex- 
treme. That O'Rourke had succeeded, he dared 
not doubt. The " victory" noticed as having been 
obtained amid seeming defeat, must have consisted 
in bearing off his victim, and to what a crime had 
Maurice been accessory ! Fain would he have made 
enquiry of the apothecary, who repeated his visit 
twice or thrice ; but conscience held him mute. He 
had internally sworn too, that renewed strength 
should find him in the road to revenge ; that he 
would trace O'Rourke, be his hiding-place where 



66 THE ROCKITE. 

it might, and visit his crime with unpitying ven- 
geance. 

Inconsistent man! He had lent his aid in a 
former case of forcible abduction, and scarcely 
reproached himself for the deed: not the crime, 
but the individuals concerned, now fired his re- 
sentment, and tortured his conscience. Nor had 
the harrowing convictions of what appeared his 
dying hour, left an impression capable of restrain- 
ing him from future atrocities, providing the cause 
should be of his own choosing. Daily had he heard 
a portion of Scripture spelled, rather than read, by 
Pat, to his illiterate parents, and every night the 
simple prayer was offered up before the family re- 
tired to rest: but although Maurice secretly felt 
the superiority of such rational worship OTer the 
unmeaning repetitions that his own creed enjoined, 
no benefit accrued to him, where an humble and 
teachable spirit might have learned enough to tran- 
quillize and to guide it. Maurice had been entirely 
subservient to his church, until he found to what 
detestable purposes her assumed infallibility could 
be perverted. Irritated and disgusted, he began to 
despise her authority ; but his mind, in shaking off 
the trammels of degrading superstition, took the 
bias to which man, under such circumstances, is 
prone : it imbibed the kindred poison of infidelity ; 
kindred in its nature and effects, however dissimilar 
in appearance. To debase the Deity by a false and 
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idolatrous worship, which elevates the sinful chil- 
dren of the dust, nay, the very stocks and stones 
which that dust bears on its surface, to an equality 
with the invisible Majesty of heaven ; to separate 
holiness from the character of Him whose name is 
Holy, and represent him as sanctioning a pecuniary 
traffic in pardons for the most flagitious outrages 
of his laws ; to sanctify with the title of exclusive 
Christianity, such deeds as its pure Author has 
sworn to punish with everlasting fire; these, and 
similar mockeries of a divine revelation, are surely 
near akin to the plain bold blasphemy, that, in open 
terms, denies altogether an authority which the 
other prostitutes to purposes as foul as unblushing 
Atheism would dare to justify. 

Maurice had ascertained that his present abode 
must be distant many miles from Slieve-moran. 
How, or to what intent he had been conveyed so 
far, he could not possibly conjecture ; his ancle was 
bound with a handkerchief, when Connor found 
him, and this betokened some care of his person. 
But then, that he must have been flung down the 
bank appeared the conviction of his preservers : and 
he had allowed them to gather from his discourse a 
probability that he had been engaged in a smug- 
gling affair, and that his horse had thrown him so 
near the edge as to occasion his falling into the 
coppice, from the high ground which overhung the 
spot, as he understood from their description. 

f2 
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No sooner was he suflficiently recovered to jour- 
ney, even by the shortest stages, than he took a 
grateful leave of his hospitable friends. He had 
been careful to supply himself with money, previous 
to the fatal night, and so well had he concealed both 
it and his pistols, that they remained safe about him. 
His watch, too, was of some value: but although 
assuring them of his ability to afford it, he could not 
prevail on the Connors to accept the slightest re- 
muneration for all the expense incurred. A long 
debate on the subject was terminated by Mrs. Con- 
nor saying, " And if you must know, then, it was 
Thady sent us the money out of his wages, and 
charged us not to touch the silver nor the gowld 
from ye." 

" And where is Thady ?" asked Maurice, more 
affected than surprised by this instance of genero- 
sity, on the part of one who was famed for the 
virtue' throughout his regiment. 

" No matter where," replied Connor. " An honest 
lad like him will do well every where." 

Maurice had observed the caution of the family, 
in never satisfying him as to Thady's present abode. 
In fact, they had acted a Christian part, by one of 
whom they by no means thought well; and were 
laudably desirous to preserve their valued child from 
the possible allurement of a stranger whom they 
suspected to have become possessed of his compara- 
tive wealth in no creditable manner. To the next 
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market town Maurice went, accompanied by Con- 
nor; who never left him until he was seated in a 
van that passed through on its way to Dublin. 

In mentioning that city, however, as the place 
of his destination, the wariness which accompanies 
conscious guilt was perceptible in Maurice. " The 
wicked fleeth when no man pursueth ;" he dreaded 
making known his real route ; but on the arrival of 
the van at its next stage, he slipped away, forfeiting, 
of course, the ftJl fare to Dublin, which he had paid, 
the more effectually to mislead Connor. 

Once more alone, pursuing his way in the direc- 
tion of Slieve-moran, the houseless and friendless 
wanderer brooded over his most melancholy recol- 
lections, which, harmonizing as they did with the 
dreary prospect around him, the leafless trees, and 
louring sky, and the accession of pain to his wounded 
leg, after a few hours exercise, plunged him into a 
gloom of despondency far removed from the natural 
hilarity of his disposition. He had entered upon a 
scene that forcibly recalled the aspect of his native 
valley : and as he slowly paced the unsteady plank 
thrown over a little rivulet, and watched the bub- 
bling of its lucid waters among the stones beneath, 
a spot long banished from his recollection, a stream- 
let, a rustic bridge, and a romantic dell, arose in 
visionary beauty to his sight, and suflEused his eyes 
with tears before he could well comprehend the 
cause. "I used to gather blackberries and hazel- 
nuts there," thought Maurice, " and they were riches 
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enough for me then : mother was content if I earned 
the tenpenny bit at the week's end, by clamping the 
turf, and hoeing potatoes. What have I earned now 
by rebelling against my king, and murdering my 
countrymen ?** The association awakened by this 
scenery was pursued in the mind of Maurice ; — 
once more the gay ribbands of a recruiting party 
fluttered gaudily through the village ; once more 
the gaping boy yielded to the allurement of the 
glittering bait ; Maurice Delany was again taking 
his first equestrian lessons ; and the Pyrenees^ 
Waterloo, Captain Butler, Julia, arose in rapid 
succession to his mind's eye, imtil Slieve-moran, 
with all its fearful and mysterious incidents, re- 
occupied his thought, and every vein throbbed in 
maddening impatience to ascertain the worst, while 
his faltering limbs more imperiously demanded an 
interval of rest. 

The sun was already declining fast to the western 
horizon, and as yet not a thought of his night's 
lodging had occurred to the traveller. But a De- 
cember evening gave no promise of a tolerable 
bivouac to an invalid ; and the fear o( being dis- 
abled from farther progress by the effects of such 
exposure, now induced him to seek for indications 
of some human abode. The track of cart-wheels 
afforded him a clue ; but how far it might extend 
he could not surmise ; particularly as, to all appear- 
ance, he was now on the verge of an extensive bog. 
Slowly, and painfully, he pursued the trace; and 
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just as the evening faded into perplexing twilight, 
he beheld a human figure approaching in a cross 
direction, at no great distance, whom he immediately 
hailed. The summons was obeyed, leisurely enough, 
and a turf-cutter, bearing on his shoulder a large 
spade, stood before him. " Where does this path 
lead to ?" asked Maurice. " Where are you going ?'* 
was the interrogatory reply. " Wherever I am likely 
to find a night's lodging," rejoined Maurice. 

"Fait, then, Honey, it's dry lodging you'll get, 
unless you walk into a bog-hole ; for, by my sowl, 
sorrow a house you'll find before day-break, if that's 
all the horses you've got to carry you," pointing to 
the staff on which Maurice leaned. 

" If you are better mounted yourself," said the 
Dragoon, " lend me a lift : but I'll engage your own 
cabin is not far off; and, wet or dry, you'll not 
grudge a comer to a benighted traveller." 

" Let alone Peelers, and Captain Rock's boys ;" 
added the other, in a tone of inquisitive suspicion. 

" I am neither Peeler nor Rock ; but a farmer's 
man, hurt by a fall, not long ago. I have missed 
my way : if you give me a night's lodging, well ; 
if not, I must rest where I am ; for much farther I 
cannot walk." This was spoken with an air of blunt 
indifference that seemed to weigh with the other, 
who, in a tone of sulky acquiescence, muttered, 
" Then you may come with me ;" and struck off 
to the right of the carriage-way. 

A few minutes walk brought them among the 
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pits, interspersed with low piles of some black ma- 
terial, of which the mere outline alone was visible. 
" 'Tis late in the year to be turf-cutting," observed 
Maurice. His companion's reply was not intelligible. 
After winding some time among these dubious ob- 
jects, the guide suddenly stopped before what seemed 
a shapeless bank, and addressed his companion, 
" Little is the comfort of the lodging I can give 
you, — ^but the poor must take shelter where the rich 
man wouldn't stable his horse. Come in ; fair play, 
and you're welcome." 

He pushed open a sort of door, and Maurice 
following his example, stooped himself to half his • 
natural height, and entered. Two or three abrupt 
steps, down which the visitor had nearly fallen, 
brought their feet to a sufficient distance from the 
roof to admit of an upright position ; and a farther 
advance led them to another low door, on one side, 
through which the host conducted his new acquaint- 
ance. The bustle within, occasioned by this arrival, 
convinced Maurice that the abode was by no means 
destitute of inhabitants, although the thick darkness 
prevented his descrying a single object. A little 
voice exclaimed, in an under tone, " Daddy's come, 
and we'll have light now." The striking of flint 
and steel verified the child's prediction, and a very 
small candle, stuck in a lump of clay, speedily 
shed its glimmering lustre through the dreary 
apartment. 

Maurice had seen too much of his country's 
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misery to be surprised at the excess of poverty 
and destitution which characterized the dwelling, 
or at the number of human beings congregated 
within its narrow bounds. To them, however, he 
was evidently an object both of surprise and alarm ; 
and the keen scrutiny of his conductor, carried on 
amid the exercise of that hospitality which appears 
less a habit than an inherent quality in the poorest 
Irishman, proved that he too had his lurking sus- 
picions. The apartment was low, long, and very 
narrow: a rude partition of sticks and sods of 
turf screened off a portion of it, while a coating of 
mud, laid on in patches, at once strengthened. the 
walls and concealed their substance. Large stones 
appeared to occupy the place of tables ; seats being 
provided by loose bundles of bog-wood, and little 
heaps of turf. The latter, indeed, seemed to answer 
all domestic purposes ; for, crumbled very small, 
and mixed with , dead leaves, it formed the only 
Substitute for beds throughout the dwelling ; of 
which, in all probability, it served both for foun- 
dation and superstructure. Nothing resembling a 
fire-place was to be seen, nor a single utensil for 
cooking. A large broken pitcher stood in one 
comer, and near it what seemed to be the remains 
of a milk-pail. 

The family party consisted of several children, 
whose ages might vary from ten months to as many 
years. A woman bent nearly double with age and 
infirmity, and two more considerably younger. 
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completed, with the man before mentioned, the 
circle on which that candle cast its sickly glimmer. 
Maurice looked around him, and felt yet more de- 
jected amid the cheerless scene; until his host, 
having furnished him with a commodious seat of 
turf, and cast many a penetrating glance on his 
features, inquired how he found himself. 

" Thankful, at any rate, I hope," replied Mau- 
rice ; " for by the feel that comes over me, I should 
have been making my print on the bog before 
now, if you had not brought me under cover so 
kindly.'' 

Apparently gratified by this acknowledgment, the 
host turned to one of the younger females, and 
observing that the poor sowl was both sick and 
tired, asked whether she had any thing to offer him, 
barring the potatoes ? 

" Sorrow a bit else," she replied in a faint voice. 

" Cowld pratees and buttermilk ?" 

No : the children, she said, had cried till she 
emptied the pail to pacify them ; but there was the 
pitcher. 

" Cowld pratees," resumed the man, and " clane 
water, that's all we have to give a sick friend " 

" Cold fare, virith a warm welcome," said Mau- 
rice, " is what 111 never grumble at." 

There was a hearty frankness about the soldier 
which never failed to engage the good will of 
strangers, when his natural character was allowed to 
appear. Softened by the distresses of those around 
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him, as well as by the retrospection of his early 
days, he now met the shrewd observing looks of his 
entertainer with a coimtenance at once so placid 
and so sympathizing, that the poor family began to 
regard him with confidence and good-will. 

The potatoes were spread on a stone, and Mau- 
rice enriched the scanty feast with the untouched 
luncheon provided for him by Mrs. Connor ; and a 
small bottle of excellent spirits conveyed into his 
pocket by the same generous hand. A sup of the 
whiskey appeared to banish every vestige of caution 
from the breast of the turf-cutter ; and Maurice felt 
that, had he introduced himself with any sinister 
intent, the exploit of deceiving his companions would 
not have cost him an effort. 

<* A good health, and a hearty welcome to ye," 
said the host, as he lifted to his lips the inspiring 
beverage. " If Tom Nolan had a house over his 
head, you were welcome to the best room in it ; but 
atween the two factions, they've left him to kennel 
his little ones, like vermin, inside a clamp of turf, — 
bad luck to 'em I'* and he tossed off the liquor to the 
latter sentiment. 

" Bad luck to 'em !" repeated the old woman. 
** Ireland, that was a garden for the saints to walk 
in, is made a bloody slaughter-house, and the mor- 
sel is snatched from the starving babe, all to. satisfy 
the wicked hatred of those stony-hearted factions." 

" What factions ?" said Maurice. 

" What factions!" thundered Nolan, " why the 
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Orange faction, of blood-thirsty heretics : and the 
Rock faction, that is righting our wrongs by de- 
stroying us. 

" You shall hear," he added, " for why shouldn't 
you ? Do you think I brought her from her father's 
house to pine in a bog-hole ? No, no, Judy, ma- 
chree ! it was a nate cabin, with its cow and its pig, 
and its plot of com, let alone the pratee garden, 
that you came to at the hauling-home, — wasn't it, 
girl?" 

" Troth, and it was, Thomas, honey ; and it's no 
fault of yours, that ever John Rock, with his bloody 
notices, darkened the sunshine above us." 

" True for ye, Judy : and here is your health, 
and long life to ye ; for a better girl doesn't shadow 
the green sod she walks over. So, as I said," ad- 
dressing Maurice, " I was living comfortable and 
respictable, and paid my dues to holy church, and 
my rint to the landlord, aye, and taxes and tythes 
to them that have the might, wherever the right 
may be. Our landlord kept up the old notion of 
improving his estate, and seeing that rich and poor 
had justice done them. No rascally agent durst 
wring the tenpenny bit from our hands ; his lord- 
ship looked oTer his own accounts, and many's the 
rood of reclaimed bog, and many the barren acre 
brought to bear corn and pasture, that rewarded his 
oversight of them. Barring that he was a heretic, 
a better sowl couldn't be: and his wake was a 
sorrowful meeting! Laugh and talk we couldn't: 
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but the low moan, and the loud sob, and the re- 
spectful whisper that told of his goodness to the 
poor, all these might prove how grief for the pre- 
sent was made more grievous by fear for what was 
coming next. 

" The young lord we had seldom seen ; he came 
over indeed^ now and then, to shoot and to fish, and 
to fill up his purse from his father's bounty : but he 
despised the poor of his country, and ould Ireland 
herself. Och ! bad luck to the unnatwal child that 
scorns his parent I Sorrow and shame to the Irish 
heart that wouldn't beat and burn, aye, and bleed 
too, to right the wrongs, and cheer up the face of 
ould Ireland! 

" Well, you may judge for certain, that our 
young lord didn't care to soil his bright boots in 
the bogs of his native land; nor go poking hig 
frizzled pate into the mud cabins, after the fashion 
of his noble father. No ; he had married a bird of 
the same feather with himself; and a grand house 
in London, with its scores of idle servants, must be 
supported out of the produce of the old acres. What 
was an Irish estate good for, but to pamper the 
pride of my lord's English gentlemen, and my lady's 
London maids, down to the very shoe-boy that 
picked the rich meats from his teeth, while he sat 
by the kitchen fire ?" 

A look of bitter feeling scanned the himgry circle 
of shivering creatures that surrounded him; and 
Maurice experienced a momentary flash of the 
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kindling enthusiasm that first awoke its destructive 
flame beneath the roof of Dennis McCarthy. 

Nolan proceeded. " Not content with griping to 
the utmost the poor of his master's tenantry, the 
spalpeen of an agent, chosen by the young lord, one 
would suppose, for the very qualities that ought to 
have hanged him, added insult and cruelty to rob- 
bery. It wasn't enough that the rent was paid to 
the last farthing; bribes must be given, or some 
claim was just conjured up, or a flaw found in an 
old lease, or else by all manner of brutal perse- 
cution, he was sure to send the unfortunate tenant's 
family off the premises. Bad it would be at any 
time ; but coming after the just and generous old 
lord, it was too bad. The boys couldn't stand it ; 
and when a poor widow was driv for a trifle of rent 
not worth the gathering, and her cow, and her little 
winter stock of pratees, put under a brute of a 
keeper, the whole village riz. The lord's people 
got some raps about the head: the keeper was 
ducked by the women, and the bailiff's wig clawed 
to tatters by the children. It was a nate bit of a 
scrimmage as one might desire to see; but the 
agent called out the military from the garrison, 
fifteen miles off; and long after the poor craturs 
were as quiet as lambs in their cabins, just talking 
over the bumps and scratches they'd picked up in 
the row, down comed a vast army of full twenty 
men, riding like mad; and frightful enough they 
were ! Beards on their faces, and hair just like the 
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tail of a horse, flying down their backs; they 
carried short g^s behind them, and swords like 
scythes, and were muffled up in sheep-skins and 
gold. I'll engage that so many wild beasts couldn't 
stand the compare beside 'em, either for a show, or 
for the mischief they'd do." 

This formidable description of a handful of ca- 
valry, extorted from Maurice a smile ; soon followed 
by a heavy sigh. 

" Well," pursued Nolan, " the agent paraded his 
bugaboos for some time among us ; and having sold 
the widow's cow and pratees under their protection, 
and given those he was pleased to caU the ring- 
leaders of the rebellion into the hands of justice, he 
marched them off. 

" 'Tis but fair to them, though, to say, that they 
privately scribed for the poor old widow more than 
her cow's worth; and pretty openly cursed the 
agent for a cowardly tyrant. So they did. 

"The army being gone, what did our boys do, 
but got desperate : and to revenge themselves made 
common cause with John Rock! I'm spaking of 
the hot-headed fellows that first brought the alpeens 
into play, on behalf of the widow. Myself hadn't a 
finger in it, for why ? the cabin was over me that 
my father, and his father too, had been both cradled 
and waked in. I wajs strong and active, and could 
earn the penny ; and for love of the good ould 
lord's memory, I wouldn't league against his un- 
worthy son. So I paid my rint, and my dues ; and 
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for peace's sake I carried the little gift of new 
pratees to the agent — if they didn't choke him, it 
wasn't for want of praying for that same. 

" But the tenantry had now another lord : and 
an army of their own. JohiDi Rock was about us ! A 
coffin was laid at the door of the ould castle, with 
the agent's name chalked upon it ; bloody notices 
were posted all over the grounds, cattle was houghed, 
hay-ricks were burned'; and not a night passed, but 
all was terror and dismay, while the Rocks clattered 
along the road, and frightened the women into fits 
with their fire-arms. 

" 1 never could understand how it was, but the 
parson, who, for a heretic, was very charitable and 
kind, came in for a bigger share of John Rock's 
anger than the agent himself. He was a timid 
man ; but his proctor was resolute, and not to be 
daunted : so you might see outside the cabin door 
a notice, threatening death if the tithe was paid ; 
and inside, the process-server, with a warrant to 
distrain for the last farthing. What was a peaceable 
poor man to do in such a case ? I didn't like to see 
my little furniture seized and sold with heavy costs, 
and all to pay what I had laid by the silver for, in a 
box. I thought John Rock wouldn't be so hard 
on his own poor countrymen, and fellow Catholics ; 
why should he ? So I paid the demand ; and sure 
enough, in two nights the tatch was a-fire over our 
heads, and glad we were to save the bare lives of us 
from the burning flame." 
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Again Nolan looked upon his family : while his 
wife covered her face with her tattered apron, and 
sohhed aloud. 

** Be asj, Judy, machree : though I can't blame 
ye to cry, dear, for that sorrowful night when the 
babe died in ye'r arms. It was a sickly little 
eratur, you see,** to Maurice, " and somehow, with 
cowld or fipight, or a hurt that wasn't known in the 
moment, it died, poor thing ; and we hadn't a bench 
to lay it out upon. The neighbours were afraid to 
show kindness, for John Rock had indeed marked 
us out, in red letters, till the proctor himself opened 
his doors, and gave us a shelter, and a dacent burial 
to our poor babe. He was murdered himself, not 
long after; bad luck to the bloody hands that did 
the deed !" 

" Aye, the curse of the broken-hearted be upon 
them I" cried the old woman in a shrill voice ; 
" Never a shelter may they find, in the stormy 
night, nor a friend to spake comfort to their souls ! 
They that took the roof from over us, and sent us 
to burrow in holes of the earth that is red with their 
butchery." 

Some acquaintance with the superstitious horror 
with which a curse thus solemnly uttered is regarded 
by the lower class of Irish Roman Catholics, would 
be necessary to convey an idea of the thrill that 
crept through Maurice's frame at this moment. 
He, who now partook of their compassionate hos- 
pitality, he had been an active agent in bringing 
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this desolation of ruin on the perishing creatures 
around him ; he had dipped his hands in the inno- 
cent blood of that benevolent proctor ; and the 
curse was insupportably heavy upon his soul, Nolan 
remarked his altering countenance, and in a more 
concise strain concluded his narrative. 

" To be sure we couldn't expect to be supported, 
Catholics as we were, in the house of the bereaved 
widow ; for somehow it was reported that the 
proctor's life was offered him to recant. Still the 
agent, out of spite and opposition to Rock, would 
have kept us on the estate : but we were hunted 
out of every cabin we took ; and all because I 
wouldn't join their wicked party. Matters got 
worse, and at last I discovered a fellow, who was 
busy posting notices, and informed. Thanks and 
praises I had, but no protection ; and for my life I 
was glad to leave that part of the country altogether, 
and dug out this hole in the bog for my family, 
till John Rock is off the scent, or has forgotten 
the ill turns we done one another. Poor lodging 
we have, to be sure, and not a spark of fire durst 
we light in it ; for the smoke would betray us, 
let alone the danger. In dry weather, Judy boils 
her kettle out on the bog ; and the pratees must 
keep till the next cooking. Money I have none, 
beyond what I can get by selling a trifle of turf, 
and Judy with knitting a stocking now and then. 
But winter is coming in hard ; and we must either 
perish with cold and hunger, or else I must make 
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my terms with whoever will keep us from 

starving." 

" Not with Rock," exclaimed Maurice : " keep 
clear of him, as you value your soul." Then plead- 
ing pain and fatigue, he lay down on the broken 
turf, and resigned himself to thoughts of agony. 
At early dawn the family arose : and Judy drawing 
from its dark corner a kettle, took out her potatoes, 
to boil over the fire of bogwood already prepared 
by her husband at some distance from the hovel. 
Partaking of the repast, with many expressions of 
thankfulness, Maurice at length prepared to de- 
part; and, with the feeling of a man who is dis- 
charging a very small moiety of a heavy debt, he 
laid upon the uncouth table a handful of silver — a 
mine of wealth in the eyes of his astonished enter- 
tainers. " We an't going to rob you," said Nolan, 
the longings of poverty struggling against the 
national spirit of gratuitous hospitality. 

" 'Tis no robbery," hastily answered Maurice, 
" I shall not miss it ; use it prudently, and, with a 
blessing, it may help you on for a while." 

" Look ye. Sir," said Nolan, after eyeing his 
guest for a long time with suppressed emotion, " J 
have had hard thoughts of ye. Whether to think 
you an army man or a Rock, I couldn't exactly tell. 
One of them I did suspect ; but I did my duty and 
wanted no return. You've snatched them from the 
untimely grave, may-be, and me from the gibbet : 
but mark my words. If ye be a government man, 

g2 
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remember that it is bj letting the poor fall within 
the gripe of cruel, mercenary agents, and taking no 
thought about them, that the landlords and great 
men of Ireland are ruining her and themselves. If 
ye be one of Rock's law-makers, wash your hands of 
the innocent blood : and depend on it, you'll never 
right the wrongs of the country by doing worse 
than those that you call your oppressors." 

Pursuing once more his lonely way, Maurice 
again revolved in his thoughts the events which had 
so rapidly followed each other, fipom the hour which 
witnessed the disbanding of his corps. Wonder, 
dismay, and self-abhorrence, increasing as the cir- 
cumstances passed before his mental vision, were 
again the sole results of his irksome investigation. 
The curses of the old woman, uttered with that wild 
energy so characteristic of her race, yet thrilled 
through his soul, rousing a sensation of mingled 
terror and resentment ; whilst conscience bore wit- 
ness that they were richly merited at her lips. " It 
is so unchristian-like to curse !" thought Maurice. 
" And yet I have brought on myself the curse of 
the church, by breaking my oaths and forsaking her 
cause ; and where God has cursed, why should not 
man, woman, and child do the same !" Again was it 
suggested to his mind, that the oaths to which he 
alluded were in themselves more evil than the breach 
of them could be ; and that it was in the punctual 
fulfilment of those iniquitous vows that he had in- 
curred the imprecations of the helpless poor. Wea- 
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risome beyond endurance, and perplexing almost to 
madness, were his ruminations ; but to banish the 
subject from his thoughts was utterly impossible. 
It now haunted him like the voice of some invisible 
being ; producing alternately the deepest dejection, 
and most bitter irritation of temper. The day was 
gloomy as his spirit, and for many a long mile his 
track lay across the same unvarying expanse of bog, 
on the confines of which hung a sullen mist, while 
the clouds, gathering thick in all directions, por- 
tended a heavy fall of rain. Towards night he 
reached a little hamlet, consisting of a few miserable 
looking cabins ; and well knew that he was at length 
within a short distance of the old Rockite haunt. 

Entering an obscure public house, Maurice beheld 
the welcome blaze of a fire ; and seated himself be- 
side it, wet, weary, and heart-broken. One solitary 
old woman was squatted in the chimney corner, 
whose general appearance bespoke an outcast driven 
there, like himself, for temporary shelter, rather 
than an inmate of the abode ; and she would have 
engaged but little of his notice, had not the act of 
stooping to rekindle her broken pipe at the embers 
brought her features within so short a distance of 
him, that, by the aid of that light, he in a moment 
recognised old Katy, by whose perfidious contrivance 
Julia Butler had been lured to the presence of one 
selected to act a conspicuous part in the tragedy of 
her destruction. 

To lay violent hands upon the wretched creature, 
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and extort from her a full detail of all the atrocities 
committed, was the first impulse of his passionate 
indignation ; hut the rememhrance of her connexion 
with the gang restrained him, and forced upon his 
mind the necessity of concealment. Accordingly he 
drew his hat over his hrows, and shrunk, as much 
as possible, behind the shadow of a projecting beam, 
which favoured his design. The possibility too, that 
the old woman might still be employed in active 
agency for the gang, perhaps as the gaoler of Julia 
Butler, excited in his mind the strongest emotions of 
which it was capable : it overpowered alike bodily 
fatigue and mental depression, it rekindled his ar- 
dour, and called up all the circumspection of a mili- 
tary scout, conscious that the slightest inadvertence 
on his part might irretrievably ruin the cause in 
which he was engaged. Leaning back in his seat, 
with hands thrust into his side-pockets, he stretched 
out his feet before the glowing turf, and seemed 
listening to the rain which now fell in torrents on 
the thatch. 

It was not long before Katy herself commenced a 
conversation, by enquiring whence he came; and 
Maurice, restrained by no dread of sin, told her a 
long series of falsehoods, representing himself as 
returning from a pilgrimage to Lough Derg, and 
repeating some incredible tales of miracles wrought 
at that celebrated place. Katy listened with the 
semblance of deep devotion, interrupting him with 
many invocations , to the Virgin, and thanksgivings 
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to various saints, until Maurice, wearied with such 
trifling, began in turn to interrogate her. " Is it 
your own house, this ?" 

" Och hone ! Is it the likes of me, a poor lone 
eratur, to have a house ? No, no ; I corned here to 
look for my Nevoys, poor lads ! and they are not 
back from driving their mother's ould cow to sell for 
rint, that will be griped out of them, or they be sent 
to beg the wide world over, with the ould mother — 
musha 1" And she finished with a piteous whine. 

While Maurice pondered on the danger that 
he was in of meeting his former associates, Katy 
rose ; and saying, ** May-be, you'll be feeling the 
cowld, Honey," suddenly flung on the fire a parcel 
of crisp bog- wood, which blazed up instantaneously, 
and cast upon the soldier's features a much stronger 
light than he would wittingly have exposed them 
to. 

Startled and vexed, but not disconcerted, he 
thanked her, bent down to rub his hands over the 
lively flame, and enquired whether there were means 
of obtaining a drop of something to warm the in- 
side as well as the out. The old woman replied, 
that it couldn't be long before "the master" came 
back : and added that may-be he'd light on her 
Nevoys, and all come together. 

Before Maurice could decide on his next step, 
a low whistle sounded close by the door ; and im- 
mediately after a fit of coughing seized the old 
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woman. Retreat he now knew to be impoesible^ for 
these signals were not strange to hun; and he re- 
solved manfully to stand his ground, amicably or 
otherwise, as the conduct of his late comrades might 
sug^'est. 

But a keen glance at the three men who now 
entered, assured him that they were perfect stran- 
gers to him ; and as he had no reason to imagine 
that Katy had discovered, or suspected his identity, 
the hope of farther information rendered their ap- 
pearance rather welcome than otherwise. Still he 
resolved to preserve an air of superiority. " So, 
landlord," he began, addressing no one in particular, 
" it seems you depend on bad weather out of doors 
to make sure of a customer, for not a bit of com- 
fort is there to be foimd within, saving the drying 
of one's brogues before the fire, — and one's throat 
too." 

" Arrah, shure, and your honour's not thankful 
for the blessing of good company, then ?" cried one 
of the fellows, with a roguish glance at old Katy ; 
while another, amid many apologies, brought forth 
the contents of his larder and cellar ; both of which 
were combined in a small cupboard, rudely par- 
titioned off in a corner of the room. 

" And where's my Nevoys ?" asked old Katy, in a 
querulous voice. 

" Hoeing potatoes in the moon, may-be," an- 
swered the fellow who had not before spoken ; and 
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Maurice knew that, in the wild jargon of O'Rourke's 
gang, the phrase indicated that the parties alluded 
to were tracked by the police. 

" Och, hone !" groaned old Katy, and seated her- 
self in a comer considerably removed from the 
party : where, to the great relief of their guest, who 
could no longer avoid taking a seat with them round 
the little table, she buried her face in her knees, and 
seemed asleep. 

" She's quiet at last, any- way," muttered the 
former speaker, with a wink to the rest. 

Maurice now appeared to engage the sole at- 
tention of his companions. He who officiated as 
master of the house was profuse in his compli- 
ments, and affected an air of extreme openness, 
wearing on his features an expression of joyous 
hilarity. His countenance was handsome, his com- 
plexion florid ; and the white teeth incessantly ap- 
pearing as his lips unclosed in a perpetual smile, 
rendered the tout-ensemble decidedly attractive. But 
Maurice, who had of late studied physiognomy, 
as well as other things, in the school of experience, 
secretly classed his host in the same line with 
Dennis McCarthy. The other two wore the cha- 
racter of undisguised ruffianism, in the respec- 
tive garbs of sarcastic levity and sullen ferocity. 
Still to Maurice they were utter strangers, and 
so long as old Katy remained aloof, he felt tolerably 
well at ease. 

After repeated attacks upon a jar of powerful 
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potheen, and various common-place remarks, the 
dragoon resolved to lead the discourse into a chan- 
nel favourable to the attainment of the information 
that he panted for. Describing himself as a stran- 
ger out of employ, he enquired whether any ex- 
tensive land-holders resided in the vicinity, and 
what sort of terms they were in the habit of 
giving. 

" By my sowl," exclaimed the jesting fellow, 
" the biggest land-holder here is John Rock ; and 
as for wages, he'll pay what he promises. Here's 
long life to him, boys !" 

" Barrin nearer acquaintance with him," said the 
smiling host, " Fve no rasonable objection to drink 
the jontleman's health.** 

" Then,** continued the other, " next comes the 
church: not the true church, mind, but the tithe- 
clenchers. Och ! but the proctors are nate fellows, 
for lining the ould nest with every bird*s feathers, 
and sweeping the best of the heap into the black 
basket !** 

" Why don*t you fill your mug again, Clare ?*' 
asked the host. 

" And 1*11 fill it yet to the brim, Fitz, with other 
guise liquor than potheen,*' he answered with a flash 
of the eye, that spoke a deadly meaning. " But I 
havn*t satisfied the jontleman*s questions yet. Then, 
Sir, there*s the army, holding the land in a bloody 
bridle, and spurring it into a lather of gore. By 
St. Patrick ! the old jade may still make a plunge, 
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and jerk them out of the saddle, before they finish 
their gallop." 

" If your tongue galloped no faster," growled 
out his surlj comrade, " it would break fewer 
squares." 

" Botheration ! Hear the English spalpeen. It's 
yourself, John Sharpe, that would go to your knees 
in Orange blood, and spit birds two and two, to save 
drawing the iron out : but the wind mustn't whistle 
* Erin go bragh' under your nose, for fear of turning 
approver the next gale." 

" Great cry, little wool," retorted the English- 
man, as he tossed off his liquor, and rose from his 
seat to occupy another, which, while it brought him 
neaper the fire, likewise left Maurice more completely 
surrounded by the trio. 

" The rascal has turned my flank," was the dra- 
goon's mental remark. He- had purposely declined 
the several opportunities afforded him of claiming 
fellowship with the Rockites, although perfectly 
aware that the speeches above-mentioned were 
thrown out for the purpose of eliciting such de- 
claration. Like the signs by which free-masons as- 
certain a brother, they had their regular rejoinders, 
known to all the initiated; at the same time so 
worded, as to appear like casual observations, 
springing out of the enquiry put by the stranger. 
That it was extremely perilous to sham ignorance 
in such society, Maurice well knew ; but had he 
acted otherwise, a few hours might have brought 
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him into contact with O'Rourke and his gang, of 
whom he stood in far greater dread. Conscience 
told him that he had played them false : the warn- 
ing so wisely acted upon by the Butlers, might 
already be traced to him ; and the manner in 
which he was disposed of, after the attack, argued 
no favourable reception among his former comrades, 
who doubtless must believe that he had perished 
long since. He had therefore no alternative but 
to preserve an unsuspicious air, and pursue the con- 
versation. 

" The land-holders youVe spoken of will not 
serve my turn, gentlemen. Captain Rock isn't 
much known at Lough Derg, where TVe been 
doing rough penance ; and as to the proctors, and 
the army " 

" Bad luck to them both I" said Clare, impatiently; 
" what sort of work do you want ?" 

" Farmer's work in general." 

« Can you build ?" 

" I can overlook building, and repairs." 

" Och ! you're a jewel of a cratur then ; and your 
trade's like to thrive." 

A loud laugh from the whole party followed this 
sally; Maurice cast a glance to ascertain whether 
it had disturbed Katy; and as he looked, she was 
in the action of hastily burying her face again in 
her lap — ^he was sure it had been turned towards 
him. 

However, he joined in the laugh ; and then asked 
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the names of some among their friends who were 
likely to need his assistance. 

In the same jesting tone, Clare enumerated half 
a dozen, among whom he named Major Butler ; hut 
when Maurice enquired a more particidar detail of 
their various cases, Fitzpatrick interposed, and de- 
manded whether he should prepare a bed for him. 

Maurice was greatly fatigued, and repose could 
not but be desirable; yet neither to leave himself 
defenceless in such company, nor to venture out 
with them on a dark stormy night, in a place of the 
localities of which he knew very little, would be 
consistent with prudence. He therefore decided on 
sitting up ; giving as a reason that he must start 
at "the top of the morning." No opposition was 
offered. Fitzpatrick threw fresh turf on the fire, 
and an enquiry passed respecting the hour. Maurice 
consulted his watch, upon which the scowling eye 
of Sharpe was immediately fixed with an eagerness 
that led him to regret having exhibited it. From 
the slang that passed among his companions he 
gathered that they expected some additional guests 
in an hour and a half. Conversation flagged, as is 
usual in a state of expectancy ; and Maurice be- 
gan to amuse them with extravagant stories and 
legends respecting Lough Derg, which he was able 
very acciwately to describe, having lately heard 
from a pilgrim, who rested at Connor's house, a 
full relation of its appearance and observances. 
Still he had resolved to make his escape before 
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the expected reinforcement should arrive, even if 
he must fight his way out. The village, a few 
straggling cahins, lay near the spot ; but he well 
knew that by its inhabitants the worst possible cha- 
racter was borne; and to seek succour from them 
would be idle, while he had about him a single 
article that could invite the grasp of dishonesty. 

At the end of an hour, Sharpe was snoring aloud ; 
and Clare imperceptibly yielding to the drowsy in- 
fluence. Fitzpatrick alone continued alive and alert : 
the sparkle of his eye, and the gaiety of his smile, 
knew no diminution : he listened attentively to 
Maurice's stories, put very sensible questions, and 
baffled every hope of seeing his watchfulness lulled 
to rest. A quarter of an hour only remained : 
O'Rourke himself might be near ; and already had 
Maurice determined on a forcible exit, when old 
Katy began to moan piteously but not sufficiently 
loud to disturb the sleepers. The landlord kindly 
enquired the cause, and with many contortions of 
countenance she replied, " Och ! and blessings on 
the kind heart of ye, that wouldn't see a desolate 
ould cratur lost! The least sup — ^holy Virgin be 
gracious to me ! The least sup of the peppermint 
tay, up yonder" 

" Wouldn't the whiskey do it ?" 

" No ; no — och ! the breath is out of me ! for 
Mary's sake, the tay. Master Fitzpatrick dear !" 

" Well, I'll get it — but just to waken the boys 
first" 
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" And it's they that will be mocking and mouth- 
ing at a suffering ould cratur, the hard hearts V and 
she whined. 

" *Tis the spalpeen" and he whispered. 

" Lave him to me, honey, jewel ; ocli ! he's a 
holy pilgrim, and may-be he'll have some blessed 

relic" Fitzpatrick took the hint, and conveyed 

old Katy's request to Maurice, who, glad of a pre- 
text for a move, obeyed it : and while he approached 
his patient to ascertain what charm would best suit 
her purpose, Fitzpatrick left the room in quest of 
peppermint tea. 

In an instant, quick as thought, Katy drew her- 
self to her full height, and in a most distinct whis- 
per exclaimed, " Away with you I or a bloody 
winding-sheet you'll have afore morning. To the 
left, over Clough's Acre to Byrne's Pass, and the 
old tower beyont St. Kevin's Well — lay close — 
rin, rin I " — and Maurice needed little exhortation. 
Passing rapidly, but softly, the half-drunken slum- 
berers, he darted from the door, the slight fastening 
of which yielded to his touch ; and Katy, resuming 
her contracted position, and covering her face with 
her hands, rocked herself from side to side, moaning 
more piteously than ever. 

The return of Fitzpatrick, the upset of tables 
and chairs, and a furious sally from the cabin, 
were the transactions of an instant. Maurice found 
his weakened leg a serious disadvantage in flight ; 
and had made but little way when he heard the 
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trampling of heavy and hasty steps close behind 
him. His sight, remarkably keen at all times, 
had better recovered the effects of a sudden transi- 
tion than that of his pursuers, so recently awa- 
kened: he drew up close to the bank, beneath an 
over-hanging mass of brambles, and allowed them 
to pass on. Emerging cautiously from his con- 
cealment, he crept forward, still pressing against 
the bank, until an angle was turned; and scarcely 
had he proceeded ten paces, when a man sprang 
troia the opposite side of the road, and seized him 
in a powerful grapple, muttering with an impre- 
cation, " I have you now, my lad." Maurice 
recognized the voice of Sharpe, and experienced 
the force of his athletic arm, while every ma- 
noeuvre of a practised wrestler was put in play to 
throw him. Roused to the utmost pitch of his 
constitutional courage, and equally well versed in 
every mode of defensive as of offensive warfare, 
Maurice withstood his adversary on more even 
terms than might have been expected from his 
state of previous exhaustion. He knew that Sharpe 
had a large clasp knife in the pocket of his waist- 
coat : and the struggles of the ruflBan to pinion him 
with one arm, convinced him of the purpose for 
which he desired the liberty of the other. Mau- 
rice had his trusty pistols, and could have antici- 
pated the death-blow with ease, but dread of the 
unavoidable consequences that must follow their 
report, withheld him from using the weapons. 
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Steadily, and with equal science and force, he 
resisted the enraged free -hooter, who setting at 
defiance every rule of what is called fair fighting, 
attempted to plant some desperate kicks in his 
stomach and body. Exasperated by this, Mau- 
rice made a feint, which succeeded in throwing 
the other off his guard ; and following it up, flung 
him with considerable violence, but not without 
accompanying him in his fall. 

The struggle was long and fierce ; but the ad- 
vantage decidedly rested with Sharpe, who suc- 
ceeded in clenching his opponent's throat with a 
tremendous gripe. With instinctive movement, 
Maurice raised both hands to dislodge the deadly 
grasp; and at the same instant the case-knife was 
drawn forth from Sharpe's pocket, and opened with 
his teeth. Amid the almost delirious agony of suffo- 
cation Maurice heard the sound, and ere the blade 
could touch the bursting vessels of his throat, 
a bullet through the murderer's arm sent him 
staggering backwards. 

Maurice sprung up, and reeling under the semi- 
strangulation that he had endured, leaned against 
the bank, holding his remaining pistol, in expecta- 
tion of being immediately surrounded. Neither 
step nor voice, however, gave the signal of approach- 
ing foes ; and reflecting on the continual reports 
of fire-arms that the Rockite troops were in the 
habit of letting off, at that hour of the night, he 
began to entertain a hope of ultimate escape. The 
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moon had arisen, and though greatly upon the 
wane, afforded sufficient light to guide him onward. 
The dense clouds, still partially ohscuring the, sky, 
were often rolled across her unequal disk: but 
the night cleared rapidly, stars were seen here and 
there twinkling through the gloom, promising to 
the guilty and unhappy wanderer, as much of 
comfort as outward tranquillity could impart to a 
spirit so harassed, and a frame so exhausted. 

Clough*s Acre was a small triangular fields well 
known in the Rockite vocabulary, as a direct 
approach to Byrne's Pass, a defile situated about 
three quarters of a mile beyond it. From the 
latter, three rude and un&equented roads diverged, 
of which one led to the spot described as St. 
Kevin's Well, another to the highway, commimi- 
cating with a considerable village, near which was 
held the fair of Ballynamanagh ; and the third 
terminated in a painful ascent to some broken 
rocks and crags, which overlooked an extensive 
country, and commanded, among others, a fine 
view of Slieve-moran. 

Whether or not Katy had recognized the 
person of Maurice Delany, he had no direct 
proof: but that she concluded him to be better 
versed in the topography of the neighbourhood 
than consisted with his feigned character was 
evident, ^te- had undoubtedly interposed between 
him and the sanguinary designs of her companions ; 
and probably at some risk to herself. But for 
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what purpose must still remain a mystery, unless 
he a£Porded her the opportunity for explanation, 
by repairing to what she evidently pointed out as a 
place of future rendezvous. Maurice was naturally 
daring in the extreme, and had never counted his 
life worth a day's purchase, from the outset of his 
military career, until he internally vowed it to the 
service, or if that might not be, to the revenge of 
the much injured Butlers. The recent awakening, 
and continual accusations of conscience, did indeed 
clothe eternity in horrors, before unthought of ; but 
the very dread that wrung his soul with anguish, 
also tended at times to increase the reckless despe- 
ration of a wounded mind. 

To the Pass, therefore, Maurice made the best of 
his way. He gained it without molestation, and 
having entered the narrow defile, seated himself on 
a projecting stone to take breath, ere he pursued 
the up-hill path. Indeed, the soreness of his limbs, 
no less than the general eflPects of cold, weakness, 
and fatigue, painRilly reminded him how sweet was 
the repose so long enjoyed under the hospitable 
roof of Connor ; and rendered even the comfortless 
habitation where Nolan burrowed an object of 
envy. But long he must not loiter, for the increas- 
ing pain threatened to incapacitate him from farther 
progress : and a passionate desire to learn, even if 
at the gasp of death, the particulars of the Butlers' 
fate— which he resolved to extort from Katy by 
force, rather than endure to be longer trifled with — 

h2 
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inspirited him to renewed exertion. He charged 
again the pistol which already had done him such 
important service, and slowly mounted the ascent. 

St. Kevin's Well had formerly been a favourite 
place of resort to the peasantry of the surrounding 
district. Certain miraculous properties were of 
course attributed to its limpid treasure ; and in 
truth the spring was highly medicinal in some cases, 
although the virtues of its waters were little com- 
prehended by those who had recourse to them. As 
it frequently happened in other places, some rival 
saint in the vicinity had out-miracled St. Kevin, 
with the assistance of the neighbouring parish priest, 
who found it more conducive to his own ease and 
profit to assemble the votaries within a reasonable 
distance of his abode. 

St. Kevin, and the mendicant 6riars who offici- 
ated at the old well on holy seasons, being thus 
superseded, the spot retained nothing more of its 
ancient honours than the name of its patron, and 
the deeply indented marks of many a bony and 
sinewy limb, which, during succeeding generations, 
had there bent to honour the creature above the 
Creator, wearing into a hollow the old grey stone 
upon its brink. The surrounding scenery was ex- 
ceedingly romantic and beautiful. Itself situate on 
the top of a considerable ascent, it formed but the 
base of a far loftier eminence ; and exhibited tokens 
of having once been the site of a massy building, 
and cemetery; while one of the mysterious round 
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towers, famed for bidding defiance to antiquarian 
research, lifted its slender form at no greater dis- 
tance, apparently concealed in a glen ; yet in 
reality overlooking a vast tract of country, and 
presenting a conspicuous land-mark for many miles 
in an eastern direction. 

Maurice reached the boundaries, faint and weary. 
Cold as he was, and drenched with rain drops 
shaken from the trees on his passage thither, he 
hailed with joy the sound of bubbling waters, for 
it told him that his pilgrimage had so far reached 
a termination. With some difficulty his eye singled 
out the tower ; and groping his way, with pistol 
cocked in his hand, he entered the narrow aperture. 

*< A poor quarter it will be," thought he, " for 
these ould towers wouldn't afford room to swing a 
cat round." 

However, his expectations were agreeably sur- 
passed, when he found the base of the tower merely 
served as a sort of ante-room to a very comfortable 
apartment ; formed indeed of slender materials, 
but neatly joined upon the ancient edifice. The 
first breath of air that he inhaled, convinced him 
that turf embers yet smoked within ; two or three 
mouldering sods, carefully covered up on the hearth, 
speedily gave light whereby to discern a hoard 
of fuel, and in a little time illuminated the apart- 
ment* With the aid of a rush, dipped in tallow, 
Maurice cautiously explored his new abode, satis- 
fying himself that no inlet existed, save that by 
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which he had entered : while some oaten cake, 
cheese, and a naggin or two of whiskey, stored 
on a little shelf, supplied him with welcome refresh- 
ment. 

Maurice certainly considered himself as lying 
under the ban of his church ; yet sometimes turning 
against her the weapon of her own specious sophis- 
try, and stout in the self-righteousness that will 
cleave to the most hardened of sinners, he secretly 
encouraged himself, that by doing evil with a good 
end in view, he had not swerved so grossly as her 
rulers might deem, from the path of her command- 
ments. His catechism told that he should do no 
murder, and denounced heavy woe upon the com- 
mission of such sin. Yet no troublesome enquiries 
were made at the confessional, no vengfeance threat- 
ened, no penance enjoined, when Maurice kneeled 
there under much more than a suspicion of having 
dyed his hands in innocent blood. And why was 
this ? ^ Because," replied Maurice to himself, when 
this query arose in his mind, " because it was done 
for holy church's sake, and according to an oath.** 
Thus he persuaded himself that his church could 
dispense with Grod's law, when her own interests 
were found to clash against it ; and why should not 
Maurice, in his turn, strain a point in his obedience 
to holy church, where the safety of his benefeictress, 
the lives of a family who had heaped kindness on him, 
and that honour, which, as a military man, he had 
learned to hold dearer than his life, were at stake ? 
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The bubbling of St. Kevin's consecrated waters 
had struck a chord in the heart of Maurice, long 
since strung by the hand of superstition. It awoke 
a train of self-apologetical thoughts to the above 
purport ; distinct alike from the infidel carelessness, 
and the deep and terrifying convictions that had by 
turns possessed his mind. " Well, I'll may-be con- 
fess it all yet, and do penance, and take a pil- 
grimage in earnest, and pacify the Virgin. And 
I'll vow a wax candle or so to St, Kevin, if I get 
safe out of this same." 

And thus cherishing the delusion that wrought 
on him to believe a lie, no less opposed to man's 
reason than to the revelation of Grod, Maurice 
secured the door and resigned himself to repose. 
Short and broken it was, yet not unrefireshing ; and 
when he roused himself on the first twinkle of dawn 
through the crannies, he felt very little the worse 
for his previous sufferings. Slieve-moran had not 
ceased to flit before his dreaming eye, with all its 
inmates ; and reflecting that an hour's labour would 
at least bring him within sight of the mansion, he 
resolved not to lose the golden opportimity. Taking, 
therefore, a hasty breakfast from the remains of his 
supper, he sallied forth ; bestowing on the holy well 
a passing genuflexion, and the sign of the cross, 
while he sprinkled himself with its pure waters, and 
quaffed them also. 

The morning gave promise of a clear bright 
day; frosty, yet fine: and Maurice scarcely felt 



104 THE ROCKITE. 

fatigue or pain, even in recollection, as he lightly 
paced along the descending path. Instead of re- 
turning to the Pass, he crossed the ridge of a line 
of hills, and made for an elevated spot, from whence 
to take a view of Slieve-moran. Most violently did 
his heart heat, and his teeth chatter, as he neared 
the place: he had to climh upon his hands and 
knees up a narrow gulley between two rocks, where 
the frequently descending waters left a loose bed of 
pebbles and sand. To the summit at last he came ; 
and at a point which brought the object of his 
search much nearer to him than he had formed any 
expectation of. So near, in fact, that he started 
with astonishment on beholding it laid out like a 
map almost beneath his eye. 

An abrupt and irregular slope, scattered with 
trees and shrubs, now leafless, and here and there 
a mass of grey stone, slightly clad in short brown 
moss, jutting forth like the fragment of a ruin, con- 
ducted the view downwards, until it terminated in 
the grove and shrubbery, which half encircled the 
grounds. Immediately beyond, lay the extensive 
garden, where, amid the natural desolation of 
winter, evident marks appeared of unwonted dis- 
order. Espaliers were torn down, and vegetables 
had rotted on the soil, as if a season of neglect had 
succeeded to some violent inroad on the order and 
beauty of the spot. Farther on, was the very space 
where the Rockites had formed for the assault ; and 
here arose what had been the simply elegant man- 
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sion of Major Butler: now changed to a most 
imsightly ruin. Not only was every pane of glass 
demolished, and the wood-work torn from out the 
window-frames, but the roof had nearly fallen in- 
one solitary chimney alone overtopped the edifice, 
of which a large aperture in the blackened wall 
betrayed the internal work of devastation to keep 
pace with what was manifest without. Gates torn 
from the hinges, out-houses half demolished, gaps 
through every fence, and a mass of rubbish scat- 
tered on all sides, bespoke the violence of a pro- 
tracted struggle, and seemed to indicate too that 
the hand of spoliation had not yet ceased from its 
task. The window of Julia's room was full in 
view: in that direction no fire appeared to have 
spread, but a rich profusion of woodbine, jessamine, 
and other climbing plants, with which that window 
had formerly been gracefully over-arched and en- 
circled, hung from the wall, as if torn away by 
extraordinary force, in one dense mass ; while the 
only shutter visible throughout the ruin occupied 
the space of the demolished casement, and marked 
the apartment with a character most singularly 
blank and frinereal. 

How long Maurice continued to gaze upon the 
scene with clenched hands, grinding teeth, and the 
stare of maddening desperation, cannot be said. 
Not one gleam of hope penetrated the darkness of 
his despairing thought. The little incident of thd 
vidndow-shutter spoke volumes to his superstitious 
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mind; and a long groan of horror burst at last 
from his bosom, which, reverberating from the 
rocks, appeared to be answered by the corre- 
sponding lamentations of unseen beings. 

The sun arose, and flung over the dreary spot a 
brighter beam than is accustomed to gild a winter 
morning. To the eye of Maurice, this was a 
mockery hardly endurable. It heightened the fever 
of his brain : and while in passionate thought pur- 
suing the supposed issue of the bloody contest, a 
sudden idea that Julia Butler might be concealed . 
near St. Kevin's well darted across his mind. In 
another moment, his rapid steps were retracing the 
way to that recess. But it was more difficult to 
keep the path by which he had ascended than it had 
been to find it at first ; and after a few turns he be- 
came conscious that he was proceeding in a different 
direction. Too impatient to reflect coolly on the 
bearings of the various land-marks, and certain that 
he might readily gain Byrne's Pass, from whence 
he could not fail to reach the tower, he dashed over 
the intervening rooks and hillocks, imtil he found 
himself on the verge of a road, which, as he con- 
cluded, led to the village of Ballynamanagh. 

Some remains of caution, even in that hour of 
desperate adventure, induced him to avoid com- 
mitting himself on the open carriage-way — he 
therefore kept on the farther side of a straggling 
hedge; and hearing the approach of voices, took 
care to screen himself effectually from, the passers- 
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by^ The nature of the road, however, admitted of 
his accompanying them, although unseen; and so 
near to Slieve-moran, there was a motive for lis* 
tening to every articulate breath. 

The first tones that he heard, however, startled 
and astonished him : they betrayed the rough voice 
of Sharpe, whom he believed to have fallen by his 
hand on the preceding night, and bespoke consider- 
able impatience and irritation. <* Stuff and nonsense, 
man ! who ever heard of such a compact, hindering 
lawM gains, to be honestly come at, when following 
up one's own just revenge against a rascal marked 
by all parties, and sure to get his deserts, one way 
or another." 

" That's not the principle of our union," replied 
another, evidently Fitzpatrick, " and troth to say, 
Sharpe, I'm amazed to hear you talk so contrary 
to the oath you lately took. True enough, this 
fellow is marked, as you say, for a rebel by the 
Palatines, and a traitor by us ; but it's we that have 
clutched him now, and to Captain Rock he must 
•g^ve account." 

" Will Captain Rock pay us for our trouble, or 
make me amends for this hole through my arm, 
that was meant to let day-light into my brains? 
Whereas the government has offered a good round 
sum for the prize we could put in their hands, and, 
m warrant you, no questions asked." 

" And doesn't it occur to yourself, John Sharpe," 
answered Fitzgerald, in a tone of surprise, << that the 
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rascal would turn approver, and save his own life 
by sacrificing his party? Nay, for what else but 
to spy out for some of his comrades, did he sneak 
to my cabin last night, shamming ignorance of every 
sig^ we threw out ?" 

"Were you of the party that time ?" asked Sharpe 
very significantly. 

" I wasn't ; nor did I ever set eyes on the spal- 
peen before ; but he had been well described to me, 
and I suspected him from the first." 

" Then what harm would come to you^ supposing 
he did inform against the others ?" 

" Either you had bad teachers, or you're a poor 
scholar,*' answered the other in a tone that bespoke 
him much irritated. " Every sworn man ought to 
remember that he has no longer a self to serve ; he 
is chosen avenger of his faith's and his country's 
wrongs: and neither the glitter of gold, nor the 
temptation of favour, nor any thing else, should 
weigh a feather against that holy calling." 

" All very fine," said Sharpe, " but between our- 
selves, it's all my eye, when one can make one's own 
fortune, and get clear off in a quiet way. Why now, 
what on earth do you suppose that whining old 
hag meant by helping him out of our hands, but to 
inform for herself, and get the reward ?" 

" She meant no such thing ; the half-witted 
dotard can never be brought to look on a Catholic 
traitor as she does on a heretic. If he'd been 
Orange, all the gold mines in Wicklow wouldn't 
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have tempted her to help him ; but being one of 
our own sort, she let the foolish fancy of his being 
like some dead son of her's overcome her duty to God 
and the church. Didn't his Reverence bring her to 
confess it all, in no time, when I brought him 
straight up to put her on her knees to himself? 
No, no; Katy, fool as she is, never thought of 
treachery : she was going to make him swear never 
to betray any of his old comrades, and to leave the 
country ; or else she'd deliver him up to us." 

" To the magistrate, you mean. Why, what a 
farce it is to think such a starving old wretch could 
shut her eyes to the shine of golden guineas !" 

The rude laugh with which he concluded this 
speech seemed to deprive Fitzpatrick of all re- 
maining patience; fiercely exclaiming that he was 
a mercenary Saxon traitor, himself prepared to sell 
alike his own soul and his comrades' lives, he seized 
the Englishman by the throat, and they were, as 
Maurice clearly perceived, presently engaged in 
a grapple, the result of which none could foresee. 
One thing was clear; that the retreat had been 
divulged by the old devotee to the priest whom Fitz- 
patrick promptly summoned, on the discovery of 
Maurice's escape, which it was plain she must have 
facilitated ; and that his only course was to take the 
farthest possible direction from St. Kevin's well. 

Bitter, most cruelly bitter, were the feelings of 
the wanderer, who seemed to bear, and justly, the 
brand of Cain upon his brow. A vagabond, against 
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whom all conspired ; but whom none might slay. 
Could any circumstance have banished from his 
mind the predominant theme of his anxiety, what 
had now occurred would have disposed him to seek 
refuge in the distant glen of his nativity ; but no, it 
was impossible. The result of their assault on 
Slieve-moran he had now witnessed, and his own 
wrongs, as he deemed the retributive justice that 
followed him, only added fuel to the fire of his re- 
vengeful craving. 

Journeying for some hours, he reached a market- 
town, and mingled in the crowd ; but, thirsting as 
he was for information, he dared not put a query, 
since it now appeared evident that a large reward 
was offered for his apprehension. Still hoping for 
chance tidings, he entered a low public-house, got 
unwillingly involved among some drunken rioters, 
and barely escaped the grasp of the police, with the 
loss of his watch in the scuffle. 

Maurice next resolved to try his fate in Dublin, 
where he knew that Major Butler had a residence : and 
where he was sure by personal observation to make 
some discovery. But his stock of cash diminished 
rapidly ; an accidental blow falling on his wounded 
leg, laid him up on the road for a week ; and the 
high spirited soldier approached Dublin at length, 
under every characteristic of a beggar, save that of 
having actually asked an abns. 

It was a season of dreadful distress : famine and 
pestilence were desolating the land. The exhausted 
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purse of charity was necessarily closed against the 
cries of starving creatures ; and many were lying 
insensible, from exhaustion, many totally dead, on 
the public roads. Maurice too was nearly famish-' 
ing : but as yet the words of supplication had died 
in his throat, as he attempted to utter them. Now, 
Dublin lay full before him ; and without present 
relief he could not reach it. Urgent necessity van- 
quished pride. He resolved to beg, but with fas- 
tidious reluctance held back until he should behold 
a countenance where encouragement was legibly 
written. At length two ladies on horseback a|)- 
proached, and preferring an appeal to female com- 
passion, the imwiUing mendicant stepped forward, 
pulled off his hat, and without raising his eyes, 
ejaculated, in a faltering voice, a petition for charity 
on a weary, wounded, sick soldier. 

" Not a penny have we left, my poor man," replied 
one of the ladies, in a tone of commiseration : ^* 'tis 
all asked and given already." 

" Ah, but, Maria," added her companion, reining 
in her horse, "a soldier, a poor, sick soldier, — ^he 
has the look of one indeed. Thady !" and the ser- 
vant, who followed them, rode up, obedient to her 
call. But what further passed was unintelligible to 
Maurice, so overpowering was the rush of astonish- 
ment, when, hastily looking up, he recognized in one 
groupe, Julia Butler, her sister, and Thady Connor. 

The party had long since proceeded on their way, 
and the broad piece of silver still lay glittering at 
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the feet of poor Maurice, whose imagination, dis- 
ordered by the long pressure of guilt, pain, and 
anxiety, regarded the whole transaction as a dream. 
The event was, in itself, simple and natural enough ; 
he came to Dublin to search for the Butler family, 
whom he knew to be then residing within its pre- 
cincts ; and to have met them enjoying a morning 
ride on one of its pleasantest outlets, was no way 
extraordinary. Connor, too, he was aware, had en- 
gaged in some respectable service ; and that his old 
commanding officer, whose especial favourite he had 
been, should have selected so trusty and courageous 
a character to strengthen his household, after the 
discovery of so much domestic treachery at Slieve- 
moran, could hardly excite surprise. Yet surprised 
he was, and that to such a degree of stupefaction, 
that the relief just bestowed might have become the 
prey of any hand stretched forth to grasp it, had not 
a gentle tap on the shoulder startled the bewildered 
Maurice, and a voice bespoke his attention. 

" Excuse me, friend ; but you seem in no con- 
dition to afford the loss of what Providence has 
sent. You had better take up the money." 

The soldier obeyed ; and looking in the face of 
the speaker, enquired, " Do you know who they 
were ?'* 

" No ;" replied the other, half smiling, " but it 
is easy to see what they are : most compassionate, 
kind-hearted young ladies, taught to consider the 
poor and needy." 
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" Which of them gave it ?'* asked Maurice, whose 
intellects at the moment were hardly clear, as his 
new acquaintance perceived. 

" Neither of them gave the money : the taller of 
the two requested the loan of her servant ; and he, 
to do him justice, seemed only waiting permission 
to answer your appeal ; for his hand was in his 
pocket the moment he heard the word soldier." 

" You must have been pretty near us," observed 
Maurice, whose habitual caution began to revive. 

" I was close behind you, and with no unfriendly 
purpose," answered the other, mildly; "for I had 
observed your look, as expressing even more and 
deeper suffering than that with which we are, alas ! 
on all sides surrounded," 

Delany was now again thoroughly on his guard, 
and taking a leisurely survey of his companion, 
whose dress and deportment bespoke a somewhat 
dissimilar tale. The former was homely, almost to 
shabbiness ; the latter most gentlemanly. His coun- 
tenance seemed the index of a superior mind, and of 
a feeling heart ; while every tone of his voice con- 
firmed the favourable impression that it was calcu- 
lated to make. 

But the Rockite had both witnessed and practised 
too deeply the arts of dissimulation, to give cre- 
dence to feature or tone : he thought of M'Carthy, 
of Fitzpatrick, and of himself, as capable of using 
smooth words, and assuming honest looks to cover 
the most flagitious designs. He likewise considered 
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his perilous situation, obnoxious to the vengeance of 
outraged laws on one hand, and on the other to the 
most unmeasured, yindictive wrath of those whom 
he had assisted to violate them. To no quarter on 
earth, or in heaven, could he dare to turn : outcast 
from all, he seemed to stand an isolated being, 
against whom every shaft from above, and every 
arm around, was justly levelled. He dreaded even 
the mild eye of the stranger, who yet lingered near, 
as unwilling either to abandon him altogether, or to 
intrude yet farther, where his advances were hitherto 
so coolly received. 

At length the person spoke, though with some 
hesitation. "I am perfectly well aware that the 
trilling addition which my own limited means will 
ttllow mo to make to the bounty so mercifully sent, 
onn hiirdly justify the seeming impertinence of my 
Uttdsked advice ; but you represent yourself as a 
Mii^ki wounded man ; probably a stranger in Dublin. 
(Contagion of every kind dwells in the places whither 
you must necessarily resort for rest and refreshment. 
Poverty, disease, and vice prevail to a fearful extent 
in those crowded abodes ; and, unsoffcened by the 
sight of such aggravated miseries, the agents of 
more secret and still darker evil prowl about, en- 
tangling the thoughtless, purchasing the destitute, 
and alluring the enterprising, for purposes of which 
the origin, the progress, and the end, form but one 
tissue of soul-destroying crime." 

" That is like enough," answered Maurice, coolly. 
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" and it's kind of you, Sir, to put a poor stranger on 
his guard. To say truth, I'm not much inclined to 
throw myself in the way of temptation." 

" Half a mile farther," continued the stranger, 
'< there are some poor hut decent houses, at one of 
which you might obtain a lodging, equally cheap as 
in the heart of the city ; and far more safe." 

This had abeady occurred to Maurice as the 
wisest plan that he could adopt : but the suspicions 
inseparable from a state of feeling like his, rendered 
him unwilling to follow any counsel, lest it might 
prove the covering of a snare. Still the remark of 
his new acquaintance was so just, and his advice so 
general, that he was half disposed to give credence 
to a face which pleased him better on every renewed 
examination. 

" Please your honour, where would you recom- 
mend me to lodge then ?" 

" At no place in particular, for I believe that all 
are tolerably honest in the quarter to which I al- 
lude : and the fever has not yet made its appearance 
on this side." 

" I'll take your counsel, Sir, and thank ye for it." 

The stranger looked earnestly at him for a mo- 
ment, and then said, " My friend, do you ever seek 
coimsel of God ?" 

" In what way. Sir ?" 

" By reading His word, and praying for the 
direction of His Spirit." 

" As to praying," answered Maurice, " I am not 

I 2 
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a heathen ; but reading is out of my line ; little's 
the scholarship I can boast of." 

<< Then jou could not make out the meaning of 
these, I suppose ?" said the other, producing from 
his pocket some little tracts. 

Maurice shook his head. He had seen such things 
in Connor's house, and listened to them with some 
interest; and this he mentioned, only suppressing 
the name of his friends. 

" And if you would hear more of the same sort," 
said the stranger, " and like to trust yourself with " 
me — for I see you are wary and guarded — I will 
promise you a night's lodging and a day's board, 
without diminishing your little stock of cash." 

The oflfer was tempting : Maurice was faint, 
weary, hungry, and solitary. The production of 
such books, combined with the questions that pre- 
ceded it, certainly accorded well with the stranger's 
manner, and the expression of his gentle, thoughtful 
countenance. Besides, as the perfect safety of Miss 
Butler was now become a matter of certainty to 
him, the grand object for which his own prolonged 
existence had appeared desirable was attained : and 
somewhat of former recklessness returned, mingled 
with curiosity to know what should be the real cha- 
racter and station of his singular new acquaintance ; 
to whom he signified his grateful assent to the offer 
so hospitably made : adding, " You must put me in 
the kitchen. Sir, any how ; for I shall be no orna- 
ment to your house in this trim." 
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" The house is not mine ; I occupy a room in it 
and there is a spare closet for an occasional guest. 
We are all strangers and pilgrims, having here no 
abiding city ; and happy is it for us if, with a pil- 
grim's heart, we seek one to come 1" 

" A pilgrimage to Lough Derg," — said Maurice ; 
and there he paused, ashamed to volimteer the im- 
principled fabrication to which he had formerly had 
recourse. 

The stranger smiled. " Is Lough Derg an abid- 
ing city, an everlasting habitation ? The pilgrimage 
to which I allude, is our path from the cradle to the 
grave : and that city alone hath foimdations, whose 
builder and maker is God. A glorious city, a place 
of rest and joy, a dwelling where nothing can in 
any wise enter that defileth. A place of which God 
Himself is the light; where His servants shall serve 
Him : they shall see His face, and His name shall 
be written in their foreheads. No sin is there : no 
fear, no pain, no curse. All is bright, all is glorious, 
and all is eternal I" 

<< Sin, fear, pain, and curse," thought Maurice ; 
" He knows my case, sure enough," and the idea 
confounded him. The stranger, however, proceeded, 
as they walked along — 

<^ See those miserable creatures, scarcely able to 
drag their emaciated forms along the road. You 
heard their imprecations, when their clamorous en- 
treaties for relief were disregarded by the gay party 
of horsemen. Alas ! cursing and bitterness are in 
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their hearts, destruction and misery in their paths. 
They turn not to Him who smiteth them with dis- 
ease and famine : they gpiaw their tongues for pain ; 
but they do not repent.** 

" *Tis all aimed at me," thought Maurice. 

" And look yonder, how brightly that equipage 
glitters in the sun-beams. A light weight for four 
such well-fed horses to draw. That costly harness, 
those abundant decorations, the expensive dresses 
of the ladies within, all bespeak the children of 
affluence." 

<' Full purses and hard hearts," interrupted Mau- 
rice indignantly, " for did you see how they tossed 
their fine feathered heads another way, when that 
poor wretch held up her starving child; and the 
rascally coachman almost drove over the creature ?" 

'^ Aye, it is a sad sign : for ' whoso hath this 
world's good, and seeth his brother have need, and 
yet shutteth up his bowels of compassion from him, 
how dwelleth the love of God in him ?' Are they 
not too surely travelling to the same dismal abode, 
the blaspheming pilgrims in rags, and the merciless 
pilgrims in the coach and four ?" 

" We can't tell that," replied Maurice. 

" True : the case is indeed too clear on the one 
hand, for out of the abundant evil in their hearts 
those unhappy creatures are uttering language that 
proves them daring sinners. The mere withholding 
of alms, in the other case, will not enable us 
to say, that the love of God and of man is not 
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there ; since a shower of gold from the hands would 
not prove the existence of true charity in the heart. 
But I know to whom that equipage helongs ; and I 
know them to be altogether enslaved to a world 
lying in wickedness, living in dissipation, and la- 
vishing on their own perishing bodies what God 
hath committed in trust to them, that they may 
be ready to give, willing to distribute. If such be 
their pilgrimage through life, must not the end 
be, that they should lie down in sorrow ? There 
are but two roads, a broad one and a narrow ; there 
are but two eternal homes, hell and heaven. All 
are pilgrims, while they breathe this mortal air. I 
am a pilgrim, you are a pilgrim : and whither are 
we going ?** 

" I rather think," said Maurice, wishing to 
evade the query, " that we belong to different 
religions." 

" We belong to one family, the family of Adam, 
by whom we all came into the world, sinful, re- 
bellious, and accursed. Out of this generation of 
evil doers, God has chosen to Himself a family, 
created anew, by a second birth, after the image 
of Christ, who is its Father and Head. This 
family He also calls His church, and on earth He 
owns no other. Are you of this church ? That 
you belonged to Adam's family, conscience and 
experience will bear you witness, for has not sin 
reigned in your body, and iniquity ruled your heart? 
And if now you belong to Christ's £Eimily, looking 
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to Him your Almighty Father and King, you 
find sin controuled, fear cast out, and believing, 
you rejoice with joy unspeakable and full of 
glory." 

These were strange sounds to Maurice Delany ; 
so ^^trange, that he almost doubted whether his 
companion was not a little out of his senses; yet 
was there something within, that bore a deep, strong* 
testimony to the fidelity of the picture, as regarded 
the children of Adam — the pilgrims on the broad 
way; and the general tenor of his discourse re-> 
called the words spoken over old Katy's bed by 
Miss Butler. The looks, the characters, the con- 
duct too, of Thady and his parents, argued a 
kindred feeling to that which shone in the features 
and language of this unknown person; and Mau- 
rice almost forgot the peculiarities of his situation 
in the deeply excited interest of a soul that began to 
ponder on its own immortality. 

The abode to which his new friend conducted 
him, was a respectable little shop, where the pro- 
duce of a large garden was exhibited for sale. 
An elderly widow woman, assisted by a boy of 
fifteen, appeared to be the principal manager ; and 
the lodger's apartment was a most comfortable par- 
lour, with a press-bed neatly folded up, a few 
books disposed on hanging shelves, and a table 
covered with writing apparatus, in addition to the 
usual furniture of a decent sitting room. A smile 
of mingled affection and respect welcomed him 
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in his passage through the shop, where Maurice 
modestly paused : while the landlady's enquiry 
of her son, whether he had placed Mr. Doyle's 
slippers by the fire, introduced the soldier to the 
name of his hospitable inviter. 

Settled in a warm corner of the kitchen fire- 
place, and supplied with an excellent dinner of 
meat and vegetables, Maurice entered into cheerful 
conversation with the lad who sat near him ; while 
the mother pursued her employments, alternately 
there and in the adjoining shop. " You seem to 
have had a long march of it," observed the boy. 

" True for ye : and a snug house I'm now 
billetted on, many thanks to that same Mr. Doyle, 
and long life to him, and your mother, and your- 
self. But how he came to take me up, as it were, 
by the road-side, and bring me into such quarters, 
I'm bothered to guess." 

" It's nothing extraordinary with him," said the 
boy. " He's always doing one good turn or 
another: and many's the poor body he has re- 
freshed in this way." 

" And many's the poor soul he has helped, with 
his good words and prayers," added the mother, 
who now entered, " and many the simple tra^ 
veller he has stopped from going to wander in the 
streets of Dublin; aye, and often put them in a 
better road than ever they thought of looking for." 

"What road may that be?" asked Maurice, 
in whose mind suspicion was ever on the alert. 



i 
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" The road to heaven," answered the lad, 
smiling. *^ Our lodger seems to think himself 
•ent into the world for nothing hut the good of his 
fellow-creatures. He is not rich, any way, hut 
somehow, he seems always to lay hold on the very 
people that he can he most useful to. Mother and 
I might be starving now, only for the trouhle he 
took about us, when father died; he got a long 
lease of the old garden for us, and recommended us 
far and wide: for though he lives so humble and 
quiet, his character makes him looked up to by many 
■who ride in their coaches. He is a jewel of a man, 
and a true servant of the Lord Jesus Christ." 

Maurice pondered on this strange meeting with a 
person whose character it was, to lay hold on the 
very people to whom he could be most useful ; and 
while wondering of what use he might prove to 
Atm, fell into a refreshing sleep, from which he was 
only roused to partake in a cup of good tea, and 
then to accompany the widow and her boy to their 
lodger's apartment ; where he heard the parable of 
the prodigal son read, and most beautiftilly com- 
mented upon by Mr. Doyle. They kneeled in prayer ; 
and Maurice could have kneeled for hours to listen 
to petitions which he scarcely dared to join in. Not 
that the anathema of his church would have weighed 
one feather in the scale against the influence of his 
awakened feelings, but he was impressed with an 
awful consciousness that the Lord God was too 
dreadful in majesty, too glorious in holinei^, for 
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one so yile, so altogether lost as he appeared in 
his own eyes, to breathe that name from his pol- 
luted lips. No mention was made of saints or 
virgin, neither did he miss them. Our Mediator 
was appealed to, and with a confiding boldness, 
reminded of his immutable promise to cast out 
none, but to save to the uttermost all who should 
come unto the Father by Him. And " Oh that 
I knew how to come to Him !" was the secret groan 
of that wounded spirit. 

A night of repose was followed by such another 
scene of family worship ; and then Mr. Doyle 
enquired of Maurice the object of his journey to 
Dublin, expressing a willingness to aid him in any 
upright design that he might have in view. But to 
open the dark page of his blood-stained history 
to such a man, was impossible in the thought of 
Maurice. 

" He would curse me," said he mentally, " and I*d 
better go with the blessing warm upon my heart. I 
would rather have the church's curse than his." So 
rapidly do the chains of superstition melt before the 
first beams of divine truth. 

Our self-condemned, and too guilty Rockite, 
therefore, evaded all the questions of his generous 
friend ; expressed with unfeigned warmth of ges- 
ture, look, and tone, his deep sense of the kindness 
bestowed ; and even asked permission to apply for 
counsel, should any unforeseen difficulty cross his 
path. He declared himself in expectation of meet- 
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ing with friends to whom he would be welcome ; 
and departed from the hospitable little mansion, 
enriched by several useful presents, and return- 
ing from his inmost soul the benediction of its 
inhabitants. 

Once again at large in the busy capital, Maurice 
experienced a loneliness of spirit more deeply felt 
amid the hum and the jostle of a crowded street 
than in the silence of the distant glen. The ever- 
varying scene, the succession of busy or inquisitive 
countenances, the subject constantly adverted to, 
either in the under tone of anticipating menace, or 
the hurried voice of open curiosity, or the loud 
vaunt of confident security, all failed to excite in 
his mind an interest sufficient to banish the en* 
grossing theme to him so new, and strange, and 
wearisome. Self-applause had formerly been a lead- 
ing trait in his character, although seldom per- 
ceptible beneath his gay and unaffected joyousness 
of manner ; and this feeling had still survived, 
though combined with occasional self-abhorrence, 
whilst he moved, in guilty, yet acknowledged pre- 
eminence, among the blood-thirsty gang, whose 
deeds of unmanly violence and treacherous assassi- 
nation he contrasted with the more orderly and 
licensed outrages of open warfare ; — where murder 
becomes glorious by being committed publicly, 
and dealt in by wholesale. He counted himself 
in every respect superior to the banditti who sur- 
rounded him; and thus was bound by self-love, 
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in its most degraded form, to that which he felt 
to be a brand of dishonour and disgrace. Ashamed 
and mortified he had often been ; but never until 
now was he humbled. Maurice could well remember 
the day, and that no distant date, when the bare 
act of soliciting an alms would have appeared to 
him less tolerable than death itself: yet to this had 
he recently stooped : and to this he would fain have 
traced his present dejection of spirit, but he was 
conscious that the source lay deeper. A callousness 
to external circumstances had been perceptibly steal- 
ing upon his once sensitive feelings ; while dark 
forebodings of an unknown future, beyond the limits 
of time and space, resisted all his endeavours to 
shake off the unwonted gloom. Casual thoughts 
on such a theme had indeed been awakened on the 
battle's eve, or by the words of exhortation that 
he had heard from garrison chaplains, when at- 
tending with his troop the regular service of a Sab- 
bath-day : but those thoughts were speedily lulled 
again beneath the powerful opiate of blind super- 
stition. His spiritual concerns he regarded as the 
exclusive charge of his own clergy : and the first 
conscious resistance of his mind to this fatal delu- 
sion had been produced by the animated address of 
Miss Butler to the infatuated old woman who as- 
sisted to plot her destruction. The hours of agony 
which preceded his providential rescue by Connor, 
assisted to drive the arrow yet more deeply into his 
soul, and increased its writhings. But these, and 
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the impressions that immediately succeeded them, 
were transitory; they were swept away by the 
rapid current of passing events, or drowned in the 
whirl of eager excitement, perpetually revolving 
around the mysterious theme of Slieve-moran. 

The sudden and most satisfactory termination of 
this engrossing anxiety, left the mind of Maurice 
peculiarly open to the vivid impressions which Mr. 
Doyle so incessantly laboured to make, wherever 
his singular and ardent benevolence found an object 
meet for its exertions : and the soil being thus pre* 
pared, what marvel that the seed of divine truth 
sunk deep into it, and commenced that unseen 
process of vegetation which works a change in the 
soul, alike wonderful and abiding, quickening into 
life that which was dead, doubly, hopelessly dead, in 
trespasses and sins. Sunk, as he was, in the depths 
of poverty, obscurity, and guilt, fettered as he was 
in ignorance, that iron manacle with which despotic 
superstition most securely binds her captives, still 
was he an immortal creature, a meet object of that 
grace which liberates, purifies, enlightens, and en- 
riches the most despised of beggars on the dung-hill. 
What more can it do for the mightiest monarch on 
a throne ? what less would avail to bring salvation 
unto either ? 

Maurice could not analyse his feelings, neither 
could he comprehend their origin or ultimate ten- 
dency: of the harmonious chain that binds a soul 
to the only sure and stedfast anchor, he as yet saw 
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but the first link, and that was his own utter desti- 
tution of every imaginable plea, even in palliation of 
his flagrant crimes. Although in the contemplation 
his heart sickened, he could not avert the mental 
gaze from that dark chronicle which his last in- 
structor had so forcibly described as being laid up 
against the day of revelation of God's righteous 
vengeance. Where now was his blind faith in the 
potent efficacy of priestly absolution ? gladly would 
he have been again deluded ; but the single ray of 
light which had shot into his heart was sufficient to 
expose the mockery of that unsubstantial hope. 
Auricular confession he would have shunned, from 
prudential motives; well aware, from even such 
superficial observation as he had formerly been ca- 
pable of making, that the confessional was dedicated 
to other uses than those of penitence and spiritual 
reconciliation : but lightly would he have regarded 
temporal safety, as the price of that tranquillity 
which no word of man could now have power to 
g^ve — or sell. Yet, wavering and irresolute, he 
strolled, or rather stole, into a chapel, amid a small 
number of votaries who assembled to celebrate the 
festival of a patron saint : and when the officiating 
friar mounted his pulpit, Delany listened with an 
eagerness proportioned to the hungering of a soul 
made sensible of its wants. The result was ab- 
solute disgust. An imconnected narrative of most 
extravagant absurdities, called from the legend of 
the saint in question, interlarded with ejaculations 
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of wonder, and epithets of adoration most blasphe- 
mously misapplied to a created being, ending with 
an importunate appeal to the charity of an almost 
mendicant congregation, formed the total of the 
discourse; and Maurice made the best of his way 
out, from a scene, the glaring impiety of which 
alone checked the laugh of scorn, provoked by its 
childish puerility. 

A Protestant church was the next resort of the 
restless and reckless visitant; but here he was 
equally at a loss. He did indeed listen with breath- 
less earnestness to some very beautiful and affecting 
portions of scripture, read in due course ; and heard 
confessions repeated which spoke much of his own 
wretched case, and supplications offered up, in 
which he would fain have joined, had he dared to 
ask for blessings where he felt a curse lie heavy on 
his soul : but when the minister addressed his au- 
dience, the uncultivated mind of Maurice was 
utterly unable to attach a definite meaning to the 
well-turned sentences ; and all that he could gather 
was a general commendation of virtue, an exhor- 
tation to keep the commandments, and a highly- 
wrought picture of the eternal felicity wherewith 
God would reward his obedient people. In all this 
there was not a word of that which Maurice sought : 
nothing suited to his case: and he departed to brood 
in secret over his unmitigated griefs. 

His scanty supply of cash, barely sufficient for a 
few days' maintenance, warned him, however, that 
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he must seek some means of present support : and 
by the advice of his landlord, a porter in a consi- 
derable warehouse, Maurice applied for occasional 
employment in the same line. On the recommen- 
-*H<dation of his humble host, himself an old soldier, he 
was permitted to take charge of some packages, 
conjointly with persons better known and more 
responsible than himself. A few days subsequently 
to his commencement in this novel and rather un- 
productive line, he was commissioned to bear a 
hamper of goods to a more fashionable part of the 
town than he had hitherto visited; and the name of 
Butler, pronounced in his hearing to the young 
man who was to superintend the delivery, aroused 
him to a greater interest than he had felt for a long 
while. Indeed the certainty of Julia Butler's per- 
fect security had well nigh banished that family 
from the memory in which they had been so tena- 
ciously cherished ; a subject of more powerful and 
absorbing solicitude taking possession of every fa- 
culty, although in the form of gloomy and misan- 
thropic discontent. In like manner had he lost the 
sense of outward peril to himself, which had at first 
withheld him from frequenting the more public 
streets of the city ; through which he now plied his 
daily occupation. 

Arrived at the house whither they had been di- 
rected, Maurice watched with considerable anxiety 
the opening of the door to his companion. A fe- 
male servant appeared, and at the young man's re- 

K 
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quMt summoned her master^s yalet. The absence 
of lirerj of course prevented Maurice from posi- 
tiYvlj aacertaining that the establishment belonged 
to his old commanding officer ; but on raising his 
«Y^ to the countenance oi the Talet, he instantly 
N«^iaed the features of O'Brien, the wily and 
Hii|Mrincipled associate of Dennis McCarthy. 

Tht» «ie<i o£ this rencontre was electric: it 
ImuuMI thnMi|e:h his evenr Tein* and Maurice De- 
lai^Y wa$ onoe more the beiiigof £Dnner days. For<- 
Umaliely^ O'Bri^i did not oast a look towards the 
iM^^gmficant porter^ who, reooTering instantaneously 
his presenoe of mttid* took care to piesenre the in- 
eoffnitof *nd bnviii^ delivered his burden to a lad, 
whose Mtiiblo-dresg be recognized as confirming the 
iiientity of the family, he withdrew, by the most 
retired route, to his own miserable abode, revolving 
once more in his agitated mind plans oi rescue for 
these devoted Butlers. 

That O'Brien was introduced into the household 
for some nefarious purpose, Maurice could not 
doubt: but how to convey the requisite warning 
again perplexed him. The obstinacy with which 
he had formerly resisted his Captain's wishes to 
enrol him on the list of the school-master Sergeant 
again recurred to his thoughts. He had scoffed at 
the proposal of being taught to write, and now, not 
daring to employ another hand, while the dread of 
being remarked by O'Brien forbade a personal 
application, how invaluable appeared the despised 
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opportunity, for ever past ! But regrets were vain ; 
and Maurice resolved to watch in the vicinity of 
the house for a sight of some member of the family, 
to whom he might communicate the peril that still 
seemed to impend over them. 

He stationed himself accordingly: and on the 
second morning, early, he had the satisfaction of 
seeing a mounted servant, leading a fine hunter, 
issue from the gateway of the Major's stables, for 
the evident purpose of exercising the animals. The 
rider's tall and upright figure was altogether too 
unlike O'Brien to excite any apprehension: and 
Maurice slowly proceeded in the direction whither 
he must necessarily follow, in order to get out of 
the town, on the extreme skirt of which Major 
Butler's house was situate. The hoofs of the horses 
soon rattled close behind him. — << So, so, Blucher ; 
softly, my fine fellow I" exclaimed the servant, as he 
reined in the frolicksome steed on which he rode. 
The soimd made Maurice start, and face about ; the 
next instant saw him planted directly in Blucher's 
front. " Gret out of that I" cried the groom ; " are 
you drunk ? Don't you see the horse doesn't fancy 
being put out of his line of march ?" 

But Maurice came close up, and attempted to 
catch the bridle ; a sudden jerk disappointed him, 
while the groom, much exasperated, exclaimed, " If 
I'd had the sense to bring my whip — begone, fellow, 
or I'll ride you down. Madman I" he vociferated, as 
Maurice clasped the horse's neck with his arms. 

k2 
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" Blucher knows his poor master, Thady, though 
you've forgotten your comrade." 

" He certainly does," muttered Connor, " or he 
wouldn't he handled in that fashion i** then, raising 
his voice, " Stand off— don't you see how t'other 
heast is plunging ?" 

Maurice retreated a step ; and Thady gazed at 
him in astonishment, mingled with much perplexity. 
« What's your name ?" 

<< Maurice Delany." 

«« Surely it cannot be ; and yet Fve seen you many 
a time^ and later too than that" 

" Aye, Thady : you saw me in your father's 
house ; and, may-be, saved my life." 

Thady bent from the saddle, and caught his hand. 
« My poor fellow ! and was it yourself, Delany ? You 
are strangely altered though — sadly changed." 

" Changed, indeed !" groaned Maurice, then sud- 
denly rousing himself — " Connor, I must speak with 
you ! Are you in Major Butler's service ?" 

" Yes; and great reason I have to be thankful 
for it." " So have I," ejaculated Maurice ; then 
added, " Is O'Brien your fellow-servant ?" 

" I know no such person." 

" Sure, and I saw him with my own eyes, at the 
house ; out of livery, but taking messages, and set- 
tling accounts for the family," 

** Oh, its Rowley you mean, the Major's man." 

<< Botheration! hasn't he a scar inside of his 
lip?" 
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" That he certainly has," answered Thady, sur- 
prised. 

" Then, by the powers, 'tis as I tell you; 'tis 
O'Brien, the most hardened villain that ever signed 
* John Rock' to a bloody notice, or fired the cabin 
over a sleeping family." 

"Incredible, Delany! Why, this Rowley is a 
most steady, quiet man, and a Protestant." 

" He a Protestant ! and I have seen him kiss the 
blessed cross upon the prayer, that every river in 
the land might run red with Protestant blood. He 

and O'Rourke ; Slieve-moran ! "- and between 

rage and shame, his voice became inarticulate. 

" Delany," said Thady, with a serious and pene- 
trating look, " do you know any thing of Slieve- 
moran ?" 

" Do I ? ask O'Brien. But no, Thady, say no 
word to him of this meeting, if you wouldn't destroy 
your master's family. Where can I see you — and 
how soon?" 

" I am not quite satisfied" Connor began, but 

Maurice impetuously broke in on him. " Call the 
police, then ; send me to the gallows, and take the 
reward. You deserve it, and I deserve the halter ; 
but for all that, Thady, though it be with the rope 
round my neck, I wiil save the Butlers I" and he 
stamped with the violence of a maniac. 

" Compose yourself, Maurice," said Thady, mildly : 
" I am not the rascal to sell the life of an old com- 
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rade. Promise to meet me, if such be your wish, 
and saj where I may find you this eyening." 

" I have no home fit for the purpose," replied 
Maurice, "but I will come to you wherever you 
please, only let it be soon — very soon." 

Thady named a house where they might be un- 
disturbed and re-mounted. 

" Stop !" cried Maurice : " how came Blucher in 
Major Butler's possession ?" 

" 'Tis yourself that must answer that, I believe, 
Delany." 

" And I will ; is he kindly used ?" 

" Like a child." 

The noble animal had plainly shown his recogni- 
tion of his old master. When Maurice stepped 
back, Blucher followed him; and the outstretched 
hand was continually met with a thousand little 
gambols of impatient delight. But even Blucher 
was almost forgotten in the agitation of Delany's 
feelings, on thus finding his worst surmise realized 
in the assumption of a false name, and the profes- 
sion of Protestantism, by one who was too fiercely 
bigotted to his own faith to scruple any deed of 
treachery or hypocrisy for its supposed advance- 
ment. 

True to their appointment the soldiers met ; and 
Connor, with mingled sensations of compassion, 
horror, dismay, and thankfulness, listened to Delany's 
unreserved statement of his eventM career: a 
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minute description of O'Brien was included in it ; 
and Thadj could no longer doubt the just foun- 
dation of his friend's alarm. But the catalogue of 
crimes spread before his view in the narrative so 
frankly giyen, appeared to harrow up his very soul ; 
and, in a yoice of deep and earnest emotion, he ex- 
claimed, ^' O Delany I how many a time have I 
warned you, that he who lives without God in the 
world must, sooner or later, become both the in- 
strument and the prey of Satan." 

" You have, Thady : and a true prophet you 
proved : but it's all past now, and cannot be undone. 
Sure enough I've worked hard in the devil's service, 
and must e'en pocket his wages at last." 

" And can you, dare you, rest with this frightful 
load of guilt upon your soul ; without peace, with- 
out hope, exposed to the vengeance of every law, 
both of man and of Grod ? Maurice, do you never 
think of eternity?" 

** I dare not think about it, at present, Thady." 

^ Neither dared I, if I did not know that Jesus 
Christ came into the world to save sinners. De- 
lany, He can save even you." 

Maurice was silent : the confession of his multi- 
plied iniquities to this upright friend had greatly 
increased his self-abasement, yet it had likewise 
afforded a partial relief to his mind, so fearfully 
overburdened, and a few words of encouragement 
from Connor would have produced a sensation of 
greater and more abiding comfort than ever fol- 
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lowed the delusive absolution, the unauthorized " Go 
in peace,'' from the lips of his priest, after the 
heartless ceremony of the confessional. But Maurice 
still retained a portion of that pride inseparable 
from a lingering belief in the infallibility of his 
own church, and the heretical character of Pro- 
testantism. Individually he regarded Thady Ck)nnor 
as a being immeasurably exalted above himself^ 
and as secure of gaining heaven, as he was certain 
of exclusion from it ; but the " strong delusion** 
which has ever wrought on the votaries of the 
apostate church to '< believe a lie," was not banished 
from his mind ; the spirit of party, too, survived in 
some degree ; and for a son of the true church to 
humble himself beneath the spiritual admonitions 
of a heretic, who had more than once, in former 
days, openly assailed the tenets of his Roman Ca- 
tholic comrades, would have been, in his eyes, a 
cowardly desertion of a post, the untenable nature 
of which, however, he began secretly to be conscious 
of. A long pause, therefore, ensued ; and Maurice 
at length exclaimed, " *Tis of no use dwelling on 
the past, Thady ; let us consider what's to be done 
concerning this villain O'Brien. You must warn 
the Major without delay : and paint me as black as 
you please, provided you convince him that it is no 
false alarm." 

Connor prevailed on Maurice to take up his 
abode in a quarter of his providing ; and then, 
seeking an interview with his master^ entered upon 
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a recital, which at once laid open the frustrated 
scheme of former violence, and awakened him to 
a sense of present danger. The consequence of this 
communication was an unexpected visit from the 
Major, who surprised Maurice on that same even- 
ing as he sat, lost in a deep and melancholy reverie, 
by the apparition of his well known form ; and the 
piercing gaze of an eagle eye, that seemed prepared 
to read his inmost thought. 

The interview was of some duration, and ended 
in an arrangement, by which Maurice was to con- 
front O'Brien and identify him. On the trial of 
the criminal he also engaged to appear : but when 
Major Butler assured him of effectual protection 
on the part of government, a faint smile that passed 
over his features, and an involuntary shake of the 
head, betrayed a feeling of incredulity which could 
not escape the vigilant old officer. " Upon my 
word of honour, Delany," said he, " I hold myself 
pledged to see you protected. And more than 
this ; — ^your outrages against the laws of God and 
man, disloyalty to your king, and abuse of your 
military knowledge to the worst of purposes, all cry 
aloud for punishment ; and I, as a magistrate, as a 
member of society, should be bound to brandish over 
your head the sword of just requital. But to 
me and mine, Delany, you have been faithful in a 
degree that shows there is somewhat of soimd 
principle, yet unextinguished within. As an in- 
dividual, as a father," — ^his eyes glistened, " I owe 
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you a debt, never to be forgotten. Again, I engage 
my word, tbat no harm shall accrue to you." 

Maurice silently bowed : he would not damp the 
satisfaction of his protector by developing the plans 
of deadly retribution so imiversally successful in 
visiting the breach of trust in a Rockite, deeply 
sworn as he was. To sacrifice his life in defending 
the Butlers had long been his determination ; nor 
did he shrink from the prospect of thus deliberately 
inviting the destruction, from which he felt assured 
that no arm of mortal power could preserve him, 
when once he appeared as an approver. 

He had not failed to ascertain irom Thady the 
issue of the midnight attack upon Slieve-moran ; 
and found that to his warning might be traced the 
preservation of the family. Major Butler secretly 
summoned a party of resolute Mends from a short 
distance ; and commenced operations early on that 
evening, by locking every domestic into a secure 
apartment, while he, with his guests and their ser- 
vants, barricaded doors and windows, in the most 
effectual manner that military skill could devise. 
An abundant store of arms and ammunition was 
already collected ; and the young ladies, going out 
as for a walk, had been conveyed under a strong 
escort to a place of safety some miles distant. 

Thus prepared, the Major and his friends had 
only to watch the approach of expected foes. 
Yoimg Butler, indeed, still was, or appeared to 
be, incredulous, and somewhat sullen: but the ad* 
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yance of O'Rourke's partj speedily put an end to 
conjecture, and animated him to the most strenuous 
exertions. 

How the assailants were received has already 
heen related. Their final triumph, as witnessed hy 
Maurice, was occasioned by the treacherous servant 
haying escaped from confinement, on the momen- 
tary opening of her prison door, and fired some 
light drapery, unobseryed, in one of the apartments. 
On bursting into the house, howeyer, the villains 
met a reception so hot, from its undaunted de- 
fenders, as held them at bay, until the rapid ap- 
proach of some cavalry, whose patrol had brought 
them within hearing of the repeated discharge of 
musquetry, warned them to fight their way out: 
an exploit in which they only succeeded by the 
increasing fury of the flames, which called for 
the united exertions of the inmates to check their 
course. 

Leaving two of their party dead in the house, 
and one mortally wounded, they snatched up Mau- 
rice and another, who lay in the court-yard, and 
conveyed them to a considerable distance. Maurice 
had not exhibited any sign of life : the fugitives 
tied a handkerchief round his wounded leg, but 
Ibelieving him to be either dead or dying, and 
conscious that every incumbrance increased their 
peril, they assented to the opinion of one who had 
never been a friend to Delany; and hearing, as they 
believed, the trampling of pursuers close behind, 
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they waited not even to plunder their comrade, 
hut flung him down a sloping hank, at the hottom 
of which they surmised that a pool of water lay. 
They had, however, mistaken the place ; and Delany 
escaped. 

Blucher, meanwhile, was plunging on the spot 
where his master had left him ; and hecame the 
prize of the family. Young Butler recognized him 
immediately; and he was lodged in as comfortahle 
a manner as Maurice could have desired. Major 
Butler, determined to purge his household of all 
whose faith held them subservient to the hostile 
party, recollected Thady Connor as a character 
highly eligible for his service ; and Thady, by some 
old mark, identified Blucher as the property of his 
former comrade, although that comrade had himself 
escaped his recognition. He was indeed held in trust 
for one to whom Major Butler felt himself under 
weighty obligations ; and enjoyed all the privileges 
of an acknowledged favourite. 

The morning subsequent to the interview be- 
tween Maurice and the Major, beheld the former 
secreted in the immediate vicinity of the residence, 
where Rowley, unsuspecting such an event, was 
summoned to the breakfast parlour inunediately 
after the ladies had quitted it. He underwent an 
examination with respect to his family, faith, and 
past adventures, throughout the whole of which he 
manifested a degree of nerve, and presence of mind 
truly astonishing. His tale was consistent, his re- 
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plies ready and satisfactory : and when the magis- 
trate, who had taken his hreakfast there to avoid 
suspicion, asked him whether he knew Dennis 
McCarthy, a calm negative seemed to leave his 
examiners completely at fault. 

At this juncture, Maurice was introduced, unper- 
ceived hy Rowley, until he had made nearly a cir- 
cuit round him ; and they stood confronted. A very 
perceptihle change took place in the countenance 
of the latter : he started, and looked as if douhtful 
whether his senses were not deceiving him. 

" Do you know this person, Rowley ?" asked the 
magistrate. 

" No, Sir ; I had a hrother-in-law very like him, 
so as to strike me at first ; hut this man I never 
saw." 

" Didn't you so ?" said Maurice, fixing on him a 
look where triumphant vengeance sparkled. " It's 
not civil, Mr. Patrick O'Brien, to he denying your 
friends to their faces. A sup of McCarthy's potheen 
would, may-be, refresh your memory." 

" You mistake me, my man," answered the other 
quietly ; " my name is Rowley ; and of you or 
M<Carthy I know nothing." 

" Faith, and your name may be Rowley after all ! 
yet it was as Patrick O'Brien that you plotted trea- 
son with McCarthy, and murders with O'Rourke." 

" Will you swear to what you now say, my good 
fellow ?" asked the magistrate. 
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'^ In the face of the country, your honour : and 
m bring those that shall prove it true." 

This last assertion evidently startled O'Brien, but 
he remained silent. The deposition of Maurice was 
taken, and the accused committed to prison. 

Judging that the detection of their emissary 
would stimulate the gang to new acts of desperate 
enmity, the gentleman now enquired what clue 
Maurice could afford to the discovery of the other 
ruffians : and it was with indignation, no less than 
surprise, that they heard the soldier's decisive reply. 
Respectfully, but firmly, he declared, that with the 
exception of O'Rourke and O'Brien, he never would 
betray an individual among his former companions 
in guilt. It was in vain for them to plead the duty 
which he owed to his country, the tacit pledge 
already given in consenting to appear against 
O'Brien, and the peril in which he must place 
himself by reining to answer the inquiries of the 
judicial authorities. Maurice remained firm. He 
said, that, had he not recognized a traitor in the 
household of Major Butler, nothing would have in- 
duced him to do more than convey a general caution 
to the family, since Miss Butler had escaped. That 
he purposed to hover about their dwelling where- 
ever they might be, and give the alarm on the ap- 
proach of any concealed foe : but never to be false 
to his iniquitous oath, farther than his duty to Major 
Butler's family demanded. 
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<< This is madness !" exclaimed the officer. 

"May he so, your honour; hut I'll not flinch 
from my principles. Let O'Brien turn approver if 
he will ; but 111 not bring my poor deluded coun- 
trymen to the gallows, to save myself — ^the greatest 
rascal among them, barring O'Rourke." 

" Let him have it his own way, father," said 
young Butler. " The fellow has a conscience, 
though of a somewhat singular texture. He has 
done much for us ; and of the two I would sooner 
invest O'Brien with the honourable badge of an 
approver. He is probably a more marketable 
villain than this hero of ours." 

Maurice looked his thanks ; and Major Butler 
acquiesced. It was determined to use every means 
of gaining O'Brien over; and the young man re- 
quested that Maurice might be permitted to accom- 
pany him on an excursion, as a means both of keep- 
ing him out of the way, and giving a chance of 
meeting with O'Rourke; whom Delany solemnly 
pledged himself to point out, and secure, at the 
risk of his life, wherever he found him. 

We leave the travellers to pursue their onward 
road, and return to Byrne's Pass, towards which a 
party of the Rockites advanced, as evening began 
to close in, expecting to find it closely blockaded 
by Sharpe and Fitzpatrick, who had been dispatched 
at early day for that purpose, with instructions, 
however, to keep out of sight, and not to attempt 
any seizure of their victim, unless he was plainly 
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in the act of escaping. On the road, not for from 
Clough's Acre, the perceived a signal placed, un- 
derstood only by the initiated, which directed them 
to turn off to a small coppice on the left. Fol- 
lowing the indications of the private marks left, 
they soon came upon a heap of dead leaves and 
rubbish, lightly thrown over what proved to be the 
lifeless body of Sharpe, with another Rockite sym- 
bol attached to it, intimating that he had fallen 
in consequence of meditated treachery against the 
cause. 

" And a good riddance too," observed the leader 
of the party; "for sorrow a thought did he ever 
think of the wrongs of ould Ireland, — why should 
he ? Barring that his mother was an Irishwoman, 
he had no tie nor call to the country; and the 
fellow was a fool that swore him in, on the 
strength of his being a Catholic, and the drop of 
his mother's blood that was in him. Bad luck to 
all such, say I V 

The party returned to the high road, and ex- 
plored every avenue to Byrne's Pass, but in vain. 
They then posted two of their number at the en- 
trance of the narrow pathway, which led direct to 
the well, and the rest proceeded, and cautiously 
turning the angle of the rock, found themselves 
in the wildly beautiftd area to which the well and 
the round tower imparted a character of interest, 
as monuments of antiquity — ^records of man's foot- 
steps, where, but for them, nature had seemed, on 
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a cursory glance, to have reigned unrivalled, since 
those rocks were fashioned. There was a charm of 
loneliness, a melancholy sweetness not unmixed with 
grandeur, over which even the denuding hand of 
winter had little power. The fir-tree and the holly 
ahounded, wearing their verdant mantle as in the 
bloom of spring. A leafless oak stretched its gi- 
gantic arms over the well, its rugged bark brigh- 
tened with the young foliage of an ivy plant, that 
had already won its way nearly to the summit of 
the trunk : and on its principal branch flourished, 
in pale green, the consecrated mistletoe. 

At a short distance rose a most majestic yew, 
whose dark and venerable head towered in rivalry 
above the forest king : and clusters of red berries, 
peeping forth amid leaves of variegated holly, lent 
a glow more vivid than that of summer flowers. 

But those who now, with increasing eagerness, 
sought in every direction for the supposed inhabi- 
tant of this retreat, had little regard to bestow 
upon the beauties of the scene. They satisfied 
themselves that no human being lurked within 
reach, and then returned, to communicate to the 
priest the unsuccessful termination of their ex- 
pedition. The result was another summons for 
old Katy, who, after having had the enormity of 
her crime set before her in colours of terrible 
hue, received conmiandment to repair, by way of 
penance, to a spot with which she was already 
well acquainted, and where she would find another 
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of the priestly order, from whose lips she would 
learn the sequel of her punishment. Trembling in 
every limb, the wretched old creature left the pre- 
sence of one in whose hand she believed her eternal 
destinies to be placed, and with faltering steps set 
out on her dreary pilgrimage. 

Through a bog of considerable extent, flat, 
dreary, and neglected, a narrow but deep river 
wound its eccentric course. Scarcely a shrub arose, 
within the circuit of some miles, to vary the cheer- 
less monotony ; and so swampy was the ground, 
that few footsteps cared to try its supporting power. 
Yet almost in the centre of this desert, and close 
upon the river's brink, rose the remains of a stu- 
pendous fortress, seated on an artificial elevation^ 
and to all appearance unapproachable, unless by 
water, to any but forms of fairy lightness. The 
river, too, was rendered so unsafe by the immense 
masses of ruin that had fallen into it diuring the 
lapse of ages, that a boat had not, within the 
memory of man, been seen to venture there ; and 
tradition told of spikes, and other perilous defences, 
thickly planted beneath its lazy waters, which gene- 
rally accumulated against the stony obstructions, 
until they overtopped them, and flowed to a great 
extent beyond their banks, in the rainy season : the 
droughts of summer still reducing them to a compass 
proportionably narrow. 

Yet across this stream there was a ford of mode- 
rate depth and perfect security ; along the bog there 
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was a firm track; and to the lawless despots, the 
midnight legislators of Ireland, these approaches 
were familiar. The Rock of another district had 
here estahlished his seat of sanguinary power : and 
hither did Katy bend her course, with more serious 
misgivings than had ever before embittered her 
progress to the Rockite council table. 

On the second evening of her journey, she ar- 
rived within half a mile, and proceeded, wrapped 
up in her blue mantle, whose large hood, shrouding 
her head and face, supplied the place of bonnet. 
The bog was uncut, its nature alPording little en- 
couragement to speculate on the produce of such 
operation ; and over the obstinate ridges of coarse 
knotted grass and stunted shrubs, the old woman 
passed with a difficulty which increased as she ap- 
proached the building. A mine had been sprung 
on a small scale, to effect the demolition of its 
stubborn fortress, when Cromwell laid siege to it: 
and many a massy fragment lay deeply buried in 
the bog which had grown up around it. Obstruc- 
tions thickened in the traveller's path, with every 
step that neared the ruin ; and on gaining the foot 
of the eminence, Katy was glad to rest awhile be- 
fore she ventured farther. 

Night had not as yet closed in, but the black 
clouds were gathering in the west, with every in- 
dication of a storm; and the depth of gloom was 
more than sufficient to envelope in obscurity the 
diminutive figure lately moving along the swamp, 

l2 
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and which had now become stationary beneath the 
shadows of gigantic ruins. The remains of an 
arch- way stood, or rather impended, over the un- 
equal ground; while its corresponding section lay 
half buried in moss and underwood, at a distance 
of thirty feet below. Beyond this shattered gate- 
way was a bridge, crossing the ancient moat of the 
castle : and farther on the site of a tower, of which 
scarcely six feet of unequal wall marked the boun- 
daries ; but a deep excavation within, thickly choked 
up with stones and rubbish, showed where the dun- 
geon was situated. From this spot extended an 
entire angle of the building, rising to the original 
height, and displaying its rows of windows in un- 
broken regularity, but entirely roofless. A turret 
of considerable dimensions flanked it to the left; 
and retained in fine preservation its steep and 
winding stair-case, illuminated by successive loop- 
holes, and terminating in a projection, from whence 
a noble view of the surrounding country might be 
enjoyed. This look-out had commanded, at one 
glance, the full sweep, from the draw-bridge on the 
left, to the river that meandered on the right of the 
castle, separated from it only by a strip of ground, 
so swampy as to repel every footstep, even in its 
droughty state ; and at other seasons overflowed to 
the very base of the fortress. 

Katy had never yet entered the present abode of 
the conspirators, but her directions were too full 
and circumstantial to hazard any error in seeking 
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admission. She waited until the last gleam of twi- 
light was fading, and then making her way across 
the bridge, she gained the aperture already de* 
scribed as the mouth of a dungeon. A minute or 
two elapsed before her signals were acknowledged ; 
and then an opening being formed by invisible 
means, among the heaps of crumbled fragments at 
her feet, a man's face appeared, in the faint glimmer 
of a half smothered light, and some questions were 
put, in the usual figurative style, to which she made 
the established rejoinders. The aperture widened ; 
and assisted by the hand of her companion, she de- 
scended; and soon found herself proceeding through 
a long, low, narrow vaulted passage, thickly scat- 
tered with loose stones, and charged with an atmo- 
sphere scarcely endurable to one just translated 
from the fresh breeze of the bog. The path was 
far from being either level or straight ; and Katy?s 
panting breath had nearly failed her, when the 
scene suddenly changed. The vault became higher, 
the air circulated more freely ; and she found her- 
self in a misshapen apartment, the centre of which 
was occupied by a long table, of uncouth construc- 
tion, round which were seated the members of the 
gang, gathered into parties of three or four, at con- 
siderable distance from each other. In one place^ 
illumined by a thin rush, sat two fellows engaged 
with an imperfect pack of dirty cards; while two 
more eagerly watched the game, intent on the 
success of their bets. A little farther on, appeared 
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some whose enjoyment was derived from the broken 
can of whiskey, while their haggard countenances 
displayed a character of heightened ferocity, as 
they recounted their deeds of blood. Some were 
busily employed, fitting flints into their muskets, 
and repairing the belts and other accoutrements of 
their lawless warfare : while a solitary, dark-looking 
man turned over a large heap of soiled newspapers ; 
selecting and marking such paragraphs as he deemed 
calculated to excite the bitter feelings of rebel hos- 
tility against the government in church and state. 
At the end of the table a lamp burned brightly; 
and beneath its glare lay a heap of notices, already 
penned, and bits of paper prepared for a similar 
use ; on one of which a diligent scribe was tracing, 
from the dictation of his companion, a threat of 
extermination to plunge some defenceless family in 
despair. 

In all this there was nothing new or siurprising 
to Katy, unless in the form and size of the apart- 
ment ; but at the extreme end of it, stretched on a 
rude bier, lay what was evidently a corpse, covered 
with a sheet; and on a sort of table close by it 
stood the usual insignia of death — a crucifix with 
two candles, stuck in hollow stones of different 
sizes ; a cup of holy water, and three wooden 
platters heaped with snuff, tobacco, and coarse bis- 
cuits. 

" What is it, honey ?" asked Katy, who had seated 
herself at one end of the rude bench, glancing to- 



THE ROCKITE. 151 

wards the bier, while she addressed the young man 
who had been writing the notices. 

" Troth, and it is a sad tale, Katy," he replied, 
in a low, and dejected tone ; " he's fallen early, like 
the green ear beat down in a summer storm. There's 
blood under that white sheet, and blood must flow 
to wipe it away." 

" And you'll tell me every word on't, Andy dear ! 
Ah, but you're a jewel of a lad ; and the civil tongue 
that never wagged to hurt man or child; nor to 
mock at ould age." 

The young man sighed ; and a faint colour rose 
to his cheek, as he glanced on the papers spread 
before him; but ere he could answer, another 
roughly interposed. " Bad luck to your blarney, 
you old bugaboo! Have we nothing to care for 
but tickling your ears with long stories? Pat 
Hennessy's dead, and he's left many a better man 
to revenge him. An old crow has a sharp scent 
after carrion; and you're come for a howl at his 
wake. More fools they that got broken heads in 
fighting for the carcase," he concluded in a surly, 
muttering tone. 

At this moment a signal from the mouth of the 
vault occasioned the whole party to arise, and range 
themselves in a line, with looks expressive of reve- 
rence, real or assumed, according to the bent of 
their several characters. 

Escorted by two or three fellows, wrapped up in 
blue surtout coats, and followed by half a dozen 
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others variously equipped, a tall and portly per- 
sonage now made his appearance, slowly proceed- 
ing along the apartment, motioning as he passed 
the sign of the cross, and pronoimcing a benedic- 
tion. Advancing immediately to the corpse, he 
placed himself at the foot of the bier, while the 
rest formed a circle about it, as wide as the con- 
fined space would admit of. More candles were 
lighted, holy water sprinkled, and Latin prayers, 
accompanied with as many ceremonies as could 
under such circumstances be performed, were gone 
through. The priest then demanded the particulars 
of the event. 

The detail was furnished by him who had been 
so busy with the newspapers ; and nothing was left 
untold that could excite the indignation, or stimu- 
late the vengeance of his hearers. For what pur- 
pose the deceased and his comrades were abroad in 
the dead of the night, was not explained : but, ac- 
cording to the narrator, they had been wantonly 
attacked by armed foes, and after a gallant resist- 
ance, had succeeded in escaping with their bleeding 
comrade, who died before they could gain a place of 
concealment. In conclusion, he removed the sheet, 
and exhibited the still gory wounds that yawned on 
the face and breast of the ghastly object beneath. 

<< It is hard," said the priest, after a solemn pause, 
" It is hard that manhood should be thus cut off, in 
its best prime ; but when was it otherwise ? Perse- 
cution is, and must be the lot of the faithful, where 
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heresy triumphs. Our country has deeply sinned in 
that she suffered the poisonous plant to take root in 
her soil, to overshadow and drop its haneful dews 
upon the wholesome verdure. Yet she did resist," 
he added, in an under tone, perfectly audible, how- 
ever. " She did shed her best blood in defence of 
her holy faith ; and the power which now crushes 
her won the mastery, as it still maintains it, by the 
violence of superior strength. You have brought 
me to a strange place, my children; and I doubt 
whether all is as it should be among ye. Ireland 
was not wont to hold the wake of her brave sons ipL 
the darkness and mystery of such dens as this : but 
wherever the blood of a patriot has flowed, there 
should the voice be heard of the holy church for 
which he died, comforting, upholding, strengthen- 
ing the faithful few who remain to deplore where 
they cannot avenge." He paused for a moment; 
then raising once more the covering from the man- 
gled body, so as to exhibit it to all around, he pro<^ 
ceeded. << It is a sad, sad sight. A persecuted 
church can only honour her martyrs with tears 
and blessings now : but their reward is sure. Ye% 
my slaughtered brother!" he exclaimed with in* 
creasing energy, as he bent towards the corpse, 
" Yes, this blood which has flowed for the land of 
your birth, for the religion of your fathers, is to 
your soul instead of all holy rites : and ensures you 
fi blessed rest in the paradise of God !" 
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This blasphemous climax to an artful and inflam- 
matory harangue failed not to produce its antici- 
pated effect on the wretched dupes who listened to 
it. Pride, superstition, and revenge were alike 
roused. The lifeless body before them was that of 
a murderer, a wretch stained with almost every 
crime that can outrage humanity; yet because he 
fell in an act of rebellion against the laws of his 
country, the companions of his guilt heard him de- 
plored as a victim, eulogised as a martyr, and repre- 
sented as entering heaven by the efficacy of his own 
blood ; and all this from the lips of one whom they 
were taught to look on as the commissioned oracle 
of an authority which could not err. 

But on none was this eflFect so strikingly apparent 
as on the young man whom Katy had addressed by 
the name of Andy. He was a new and valuable 
acquisition to the gang, having enjoyed a superior 
education, and possessing considerable talent. In 
patriotic ardour he was by no means deficient ; but 
religious enthusiasm formed his prevailing charac- 
teristic ; and it may be doubted whether Pat Hen- 
Bessy's decease would have been thus honoured, had 
not the expediency of fixing Andy Driscoll's half- 
wavering mind suggested a means of all others best 
calculated ta produce decision. - He now stood erect 
among the conspirators : the pallid hue of his cheek 
succeeded by a hectic flush, and his eye kindled with 
passionate thought, while the muttered vow of mis- 
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guided zeal bound his soul to the commission of 
crimes, from which his gentle nature had hitherto 
recoiled. 

A few more ceremonies performed, the priest 
was easily prevailed on to take part in the good 
cheer with which the table presently abounded. Ex- 
cellent mutton, with poultry and game, were forth- 
coming : and neither strong ale nor powerful potheen 
were lacking at the feast. Katy, with officious zeal, 
took up her station by the corpse ; and from that 
distant corner her suppressed " UUaloo,** the low 
dirge of death, came with an effect, the mysterious 
wildness of which, little calculated to strike the un- 
cultivated taste of the majority, was yet strongly felt 
by Driscoll, and not lost upon the priest. 

" Hould your croaking, there, ye old raven," 
growled out the fellow nearest to Katy, on per- 
ceiving that the priest suspended a remark to listen 
to her notes. " Bad luck to the leathern throat of 
ye! Isn't his reverence bothered with your con- 
founded noise ?" 

" Go on, go on. Daughter," said the priest. " It 
is right that in the midst of our comforts we should 
be kept mind^ of him who lies cold and still in his 
gore, in the dungeon which his joyous spirit so lately 
enlivened." 

" Is it not wonderful, your reverence,** said the 
newspaper reader, << that these vaults should be 
kept so entire and safe ; when, as tradition tells, the 
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building above was blown to pieces with gunpowder, 
and the very earth rent around it ?" 

" That miracle," gravely answered the priest, 
« is the work of holy St. Patrick, to whom the 
place was dedicated; and who doubtless foresaw 
how valuable the retreat would become in after 
days to the children of those who once ruled in 
its princely halls." He paused — then added, " I 
need not tell you, boys, that the castle whose ruins 
now totter above our heads, was one of great 
strength, and extraordinary size. At the period 
when the native heroes of Ireland were fighting, 
inch by inch, for their parent soil — ^when England 
poured her successive armies from the Welsh coast, 
and held on her march through the blood that 
flowed in torrents to repel the aggressor" — he made 
an abrupt pause, and looked to the comer where Pat 
Hennessy lay — " at that time the house of O' Toole 
were in possession of this magnificent fortress. 
Allied, by marriage, with the famed O'Moore, the 
chieftain of Leix, whose sturdy opposition so long 
held the English at bay, and confined the pale 
within narrow limits, and yet more closely united 
in the sacred bonds of patriotic fellowship, wherein 
they had sworn to liberate their country, or to die, — 
this O' Toole maintained his ancient possession, 
and bade defiance to the foe. Reach me the can, 
Dermody; and pledge me, all round, my lads, to 
the memory of the heroes. May Ireland never 
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want such hearts to feel her wrongs, or such hands 
to right them ! 

" Well ! an immense reinforcement arrived from 
England. The Irish were beaten back — ^beaten 
back ! no ; I correct myself, they were trodden 
down. Back they went not ; but perished in re- 
pulsing superior numbers ; and over their slaugh- 
tered bodies the strangers rode, parcelling out among 
themselves the lands yet reeking with the heart's 
blood of their gaUant defenders, who had died on 
the sod which they claimed as their own from the 
days of Brian. O' Toole and his eldest sons fell 
in battle : his daughters were chased through their 
father's domain, and his young boys butchered in 
the nursery. An English adventurer, named Dunne, 
had the good luck to obtain a grant of these lands ; 
and became lord of O' Toole's castle. 

" All this occurred before the Protestant heresy 
was invented, before the commencement of the 
three hundred years which are just about to close ; 
and with the end of which, heresy will be utterly 
swept from the face of the land, and of the earth. 
It remained for the great heretic, Cromwell, whose 
soul is now burning in hell, to lift a destroying hand 
against this noble edifice. Dunne, who held the 
castle in his time, though an usurper, was not an 
apostate ; and in revenge for his fidelity to the 
Christian faith of the Catholic Church, his fortress 
was first battered from the neighbouring hill, and 
then blown up. To repair the damage was im- 
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possible : the ruin was forsaken, the surrounding 
country by degrees laid waste, and for several gene- 
rations it has been the desolate spot which you now 
behold it." 

In conversation of such inspiriting character, 
calculated to keep at a boiling heat the excited 
blood of the mistaken and misguided victims of 
superstition, some time wore away ; and Katy began 
to marvel at the absence of all allusion to events 
which she had been assured would be made known 
previous to her arrival. However, after a time, one 
of the gang drew near to the priest, made a long, 
whispered communication, and ended by placing in 
his hands a letter, the reading of which brought a 
dark frown on his visage, as he turned towards the 
quaking penitent, and sternly beckoned her to 
follow him into an adjoining recess, well suited for a 
confessional. Here she was questioned and cross- 
questioned with all the combined tact, authority, 
and perseverance of a Romish priest, fully resolved 
to investigate every comer of his subject's mind ; 
but her tale was simple, uniform, and consistent. 
She said she had been from a very early age devoted 
to the service of God and the Virgin and holy- 
church ; that she had done her utmost to screen 
and to aid the doings of those who were striving to 
free their country, and had never in word or thought 
played them false. That the little she had seen of 
Maurice Delany led her to believe him as devoted as 
herself to the blessed cause ; and he had, moreover. 
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treated her with kmdness and decent respect more than 
others. That she never believed the report, founded 
on suspicion only, of his having given warning to 
the Butlers ; the more, because it was in her own 
cabin he was placed to see the lady that he should 
carry off. That when she met him at Fitzpatrick's 
she knew him immediately, before he seemed to have 
even seen her ; and finding he had been on a pil- 
grimage to Lough Derg, all her favourable im- 
pressions as to his piety and consequent fidelity to 
the cause were confirmed. She knew that an im- 
mediate and cruel death would be his portion, if he 
did not "^escape ; and all her compassionate feelings 
were roused on his behalf; the more as he was the 
image of the only son whom she had lost many a long 
year before. All this was told in simple language, 
bearing the impress of truth on every word : while 
her solemn concluding asseveration that she would 
have made his final escape conditional, compelling 
him to swear that he would at once quit the country, 
and never breathe to mortal ear a word of the past, 
was made with an energy that might well disarm 
doubt. 

But the priest relented not ; he glanced ag^in 
at the letter of his brother official, which had been 
entrusted to safer hands than the old woman's, and 
from which he evidently drew his instructions. 
Looking darkly on the poor wretch, who, with bended 
knees and clasped hands awaited her doom, he pro- 
nounced her to have been guilty of most awfully 
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presumptuous sin, and declared the penance that 
she must undergo, before a hope of absolution could 
be held out to her. Describing a route far more 
circuitous than that by which she had reached the- 
castle, he commanded her to return bj it ; stopping^ 
only to repeat a certain number of paters, aves, and 
creeds at particular points of the road ; entering no 
inhabited dwelling, nor uttering a single word to 
any human being until she should have satisfied 
the priest who sent her there that all points of 
this injunction had been fulfilled. He then rose, 
and deigning no look at the criminal, stalked from 
the cell, only motioning with his hand for one of 
the gang to conduct her to the aperture by which 
she had entered. 

Terrified, bewildered, and already much en- 
feebled by a journey too long for her, poor Katy 
silently followed her guide, and presently found 
herself translated from the heated subterraneous 
apartment, with its glare of lights, to the dark- 
ness, the cold, and the drizzling damp of a most 
dreary winter's morning, some hours ere day-break. 
Already afflicted with rheumatism, to the frequent 
crippling of her limbs, she now felt every breath 
of that chilling air as a knife in her old joints, and 
vainly was the cloak drawn closer and closer to her 
shivering frame. Deep despondency of mind, the 
dreadful consciousness of lying under the guilt of 
unabsolved sin — ^for the best act of her life had been, 
by infallible authority, pronounced the deadliest 
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crime that she had ever committed and therefore it 
must be so — all these helped to render the burden 
of her suflFerings intolerably great ; and groan after 
groan burst from her withered lips, as she slowly 
plodded along a pathway the end of which she 
scarcely dared hope ever to reach alive. But then 
to die in mortal sin — ^to die without the rites of the 
church — to die wholly unabsolved, perish for ever — 
this was an intolerable thought, and served as a 
goad to urge on her faltering steps, with super- 
natural strength of resolution. Still the weather 
changed not, except from bad to worse : the drizzle 
became a dull, soaking rain; and after struggling 
along during the hours of that weary day, and 
resting for a short time under a cart shed at night, 
and crawling forward with scarcely any perceptible 
progress during the following day, she fell down 
at length by the road side, as the second night 
deepened the darkness through which no ray of 
sunshine had burst to cheer the earth. 

Not far from where she lay, helpless, and moan- 
ing with pain, stood the dwelling of a farmer, whose 
kindness to the poor was proverbial, even in Ireland ; 
and who had appropriated a large bam to the 
nightly shelter of such as were passing by without 
means to provide a lodging. One of his labourers 
passing the spot where Katy lay, was attracted 
by her stifled cries ; and receiving no answer to his 
many enquiries, he lifted her up at last, carried 
her to the bam, and laid her in a comer upon 
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a heap of clean dry straw. With what eager de- 
light did the poor sufiferer, after contriving to divest 
herself of her dripping cloak, nestle and burrow 
in that luxurious bed ! True, her limbs were con- 
tracted, and racked with pain ; high inflammation 
had settled on her chest, and she was in a state of 
acute suffering ; but all could not render her insen- 
sible to the delicious dryness, freshness, and warmth 
of that new straw. She fell into a long, deep sleep, 
and awoke to find her cloak well dried, and care- 
fully spread over her ; while a can of milk, still 
warm, stood within her reach. 

What passed in her mind cannot be known to 
man; she answered nothing to what was said to 
her, save by eloquent looks of thankfulness, and the 
impression was that she was dumb. When the 
morning was a little advanced, came a strange man, 
with a mild countenance and grey hair; he sate 
down among the few poor creatures who had taken 
shelter there, and after some kind enquiries into 
their bodily ailments, and present circumstances, he 
drew forth a book, and commenced reading aloud. 
What sounds were those which fell on Katys ear ? 
her own native Irish, the language of her heart; 
and its purport too was the same with what, in 
past times, she had so often heard from the lips of 
Miss Butler. 

« It is heresy !" thought Katy ; and shrinking 
under the straw, she buried her head in her cloak ; 
" it is Irish," again she thought, " and no harm cftn 
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be in it." Again was the trembling head half lifted 
from its resting-place, and with intent eagerness 
she drew in the word of everlasting truth, clothed in 
the garb of her own beloved tongue. 

Several days passed : the reader came frequently, 
having a new auditory each time, with the exception 
of Katy, and a dying girl, who lay at the other end 
of the bam. He found it useless to attempt getting 
a word from the old woman ; and with the sagacity 
that experience had sharpened, he more than sus- 
pected the real state of the case. To others it was 
nothing extraordinary ; they were all kind to " poor 
old dummy," supplying her with what little nourish- 
ment she could swallow. There were times when 
an expression of mental anguish, amounting to des- 
peration, distorted her countenance ; but if at such 
a moment the reader appeared, the inward tempest 
seemed to experience a lull: and when he com- 
menced the sweet story of peace, she would raise 
her bony finger, smooth back the matted grey locks 
from her brow, gradually assume an attitude of 
happy repose, and listen as though she had no other 
business upon earth but to hear the contents of that 
blessed book. 

The report spread, that old dummy could not live 
much longer, and a priest came to visit one who 
might probably belong to his church : she was lying 
with closed eyes and labouring breath, and to his 
repeated questions gave not the reply even of a look. 
" I can do nothing for her," said the priest, to a 
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servant who stood near, <' she must he one of your 
own sort ;" and he departed. Scarcely was he gone, 
when the reader arrived ; and the first tone of his 
voice drew from poor Katy all the sign of recogni- 
tion that she was now capable of ^ving — a look and 
a smile. He staid long, read much, and prayed 
most fervently beside her. During the latter time, 
she put her poor, cold, shrivelled hand into his ; and 
the pressure of the crooked fingers bespoke her deep 
feeling of those parts of his prayer where he dwelt 
on the freeness, the fulness, the all-sufficiency of 
the salvation purchased by the atoning blood of the 
one only Mediator between God and man, the Lord 
Jesus Christ. At parting, he bent over her, saying, 
" The blessing of God rest on you, my sister !" 
" And ten thousand blessings rest on you," answered 
Katy, in a feeble but distinct voice, << and Fll thank 
you for all this at the day of resurrection." 

The snare was broken, the captive was free, the 
spell of arrogant authority had lost its power. Katy 
was heard praying and praising God, during the 
early hours of the night : the morning beam rested 
on her cold face, faded and withered, but bright with 
such an expression of calm and holy joy, that the 
reader, as he stood with the kind-hearted farmer 
beside the corpse, laid his hand on the pale brow, 
and exclaimed, " Surely the seal of peace is here, 
stamped by the hand of the Prince of peace !" 

Care had been taken to dodge old Katy on her 
miserable way ; and an unsuspected emissary of the 
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gang loitered about, obtaining daily information of 
Dummy's state. When he heard she was dead, he 
got admission to the barn, satisfied himself of her 
identity at a glance, and bore the not unwelcome 
tidings to those who employed him. It was enough 
that Katy was certainly dead, and Maurice, if alive, 
a fugitive fleeing from two unequal foes; and for a 
while all disquietude on this point was removed from 
the gang. 

We now return to O'Brien, who, closely besieged 
by the importunities of Major Butler and the ma- 
gistrate, apparently began to waver. He hinted at 
making certain disclosures, if his personal safety were 
eflFectually guaranteed. He spoke of pointing out 
haunts, and identifying persons. Satisfied that he 
would become a valuable approver, the gentlemen 
softened the rigour of his confinement, allowing him 
greater liberty than was consistent with prudence ; 
and of this he availed himself to their dismay, by 
effecting his escape. Doubly disquieted on his 
son's account. Major Butler wrote to communicate 
this event, and to hasten his return. But the 
young man had deviated from his prescribed route, 
to visit a friend whose estate lay contiguous to a 
provincial town, at which the assize was just ter- 
minated. 

Many a sad thought had passed through the 
mind of Maurice Delany, while mounted on his 
faithful Blucher, he followed Mr. Butler's uncer- 
tain course. Aware of the unbroken chain of 
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communication by which the proceedings of every 
family, obnoxious to the confederacy, were made 
knoii-n to its members, he harboured not a hope of 
escaping their murderous revenge. Young Butler 
had elicited from him an acknowledgment to this 
effect ; and suggested a retreat across the Atlantic : 
but Maurice was fixed in his resolve to see O'Rourke 
brought to justice ; or at least, so to develope the 
real object of O'Brien's disguise, as to render all 
his future attempts abortive. Personal security had 
never been a matter of much importance to the 
daring soldier : and awful as eternity now appeared 
to his shrinking gaze, he would not, for a chance of 
longer existence, desert what he conceived to be 
his assigned post — ^the guardianship of that injured 
family. Thady Connor had not ceased to urge 
upon him the important subjects of repentance to- 
wards God, and faith in Christ ; but for the reasons 
already stated, Maurice declined encouraging him. 
It was, as he thought, a point of honour to remain 
unshaken in his allegiance to the Romish Church ; 
and though the admonitions of his friend often sunk 
deep into his heart, unconquered prejudice opposed 
a formidable barrier, suggesting still that every 
Protestant was a deserter from the Church of 
Rome, and naturally sought to seduce others from 
her ranks, in order to countenance his own apos- 
tacy. Mr. Doyle's definition, however, remained im- 
pressed on his memory ; and curiosity to ascertain 
how far Thad/s views agreed with his, frequently 
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induced Maurice to listen more attentively than his 
manner indicated to the discourse of his friend. 
The ahsence of that faithful monitor he now felt 
as a privation, and while he silently revolved in his 
mind the scope of Thady's counsel, the seed of 
divine truth, scattered by an humble but pious 
hand, imperceptibly took root, and prepared to shoot 
forth. 

Mr. Butler having passed a day or two at his 
friend's house, resumed his journey; and on the 
same morning overtook a great concourse of people 
hastening in one direction, for the purpose, as he 
ascertained, of witnessing an execution. The cri- 
minals had been convicted of arson, accompanied 
with robbery, and followed by the death of the poor 
creature whose house they had burned, and cruelly 
ill-treated himself. 

" Keep close up, Maurice," said Mr. Butler, " and 
ride warily through the crowd: — ^we will see this 
melancholy business out." 

They rode 6n ; and arriving at the fatal spot, fell 
in very near the cavalry on duty, whose commanding 
subaltern Butler recognised as an old acquaintance ; 
and by him he was admitted as near as possible to 
the scaffolding. 

The unhappy culprits came forward pinioned, 
and with the caps on their brows ; they were sup- 
ported by two Roman Catholic Priests, who sedu- 
lously administered consolation to them. One of 
the criminals, a mere lad, stood pale and motionless ; 
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the tears frequently bursting from his eyes, while 
his lips moved in prayer after the form repeated by 
his spiritual adviser. The other was of more ma- 
ture age, and evidently hardened in crime. He 
addressed the assembled crowd, and besought their 
prayers for himself and his partner in '* misfor- 
tune." Every head was instantly uncovered, every 
lip poured forth the pater-nostery throughout the 
hundreds of their own persuasion ; and there were 
lips too, among the English soldiers on duty, and 
the attendant police, which moved with a far 
better understanding of the petition that they ut- 
tered. Young Butler was considerably affected, — 
for the truly brave are always gentle, — and as to 
Maurice, a damp like that of death pervaded his 
every limb, and a cold shivering crept along his 
frame, that almost disabled him from sitting his 
horse. Those men were members of his own gang ; 
and in the crime for which they were about to 
suffer he had actively participated. 

The short pause of intercessory prayer being 
ended, the elder culprit again spoke. He called the 
virgin Mary and the saints to witness, that of the 
charge on which they were condemned they were 
as innocent as the babe of yesterday. They loved 
their country, he said, and were true to their re- 
ligion ; and as long as their countrymen remained 
the same, they would have reason to hope for better 
times. The ropes were then adjusted, and the caps 
drawn over their faces ; but once more the speaker 
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loudly asserted their innocence; and with that lie 
on his lips they were launched into eternity. 

" Do you really think that they have suffered 
unjustly ?" asked Butler of his friend. 

" I was present during the trial," answered the 
other, <* and in all my life never heard more conclu- 
sive evidence given. Why, the Jury were not five 
minutes in deliheration ; and the Judge, in summing 
up, had said that no comment was necessary from 
him, in a case so remarkably clear. There was not, 
I will venture to say, a person in court who enter- 
tained a doubt on the subject." 

Butler shrugged his shoulders ; and declining the 
invitation to return and dine at the mess, shook 
hands with his friend, and left him on his painful 
duty. The excessive agitation of Maurice had not 
escaped him, nor was he at a loss to account for it. 
However, he asked him only one question, as they 
rode along. 

" Now, on your honour as a soldier, Delany, do 
you believe those miserable fellows did not commit 
the crime for which they have suffered ?" 

" Indeed, Sir, I am pretty sure they did." 

" And yet you heard that solemn and repeated 
protestation of innocence?" 

" Yes," answered Maurice, hesitating, " they died 
innocent, sure enough." 

" Are you jesting with me. Sir ?" 

" I couldn't make so free with your honour any 
how, let alone such a time as this. I mean to say, 
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that they got absolution from the priest : and after 
that, you know, Sir, their souls and their con- 
sciences were as clean as if they'd been asleep 
in the cradle ever since they were bom." * 

Mr. Butler wheeled his horse round ; and looking 
his companion full in the face, drily said, " Upon 
my honour, Delany, I cannot believe you to be the 
fool you proclaim yourself." 

No answer was given. Even while the words 
passed his lips, Maurice had deeply felt that he 
no longer believed the lie which once had deluded 
him. Unmingled horror pervaded his spirit, as the 
abominable deception stood unveiled before him. A 
poor ignorant wretch, stained with unnumbered 
crimes, had been sent into the presence of his Al- 
mighty Judge, with a gross falsehood on his tongue : 
the same untruth likewise operating to exasperate 

• In the year 1823, an execution took place in the county 
Oalway, attended by circumstances precisely similar. A 
magistrate who had witnessed it, was expressing, at a dinner 
party, his horror at hearing the murderers persist, to the last, 
in so notorious a falsehood. The Roman Catholic Priest who 
had attended them, being one of the company, immediately 
jastified their assertion ; declaring that Itis ahsolutum, that 
morning given in the prison^ had restored them to a state qf 
perfect innocence; and, therefoi'e they had spoken tbuth. 
On hearing this, the master of the house rose from the table, 
declaring that either the priest or himself must quit the 
room ; for he could not sit in company with a man who had 
sent two fellow-creatures to the bar of God, with a lie in their 
mouths, sanctioned by him. The priest departed in conAuion* 
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the populace against those who had most rightly 
condemned him. While the prompters of such vile 
deceit, who stood by in silent approyal, had, as 
Maurice well knew, tacitly connived at the enor- 
mities of the victims, by failing to exert their 
powerful influence in restraining them. To a con- 
science even partially enlightened, the naked vil- 
lany of the transaction must needs have displayed 
itself: but when Maurice reflected that he had 
deeply participated in the offence, and would have 
justly shared the punishment of those murderers 
if detected, a tremendous interest was added to 
the subject, and his very soul appeared to shudder 
as he mentally viewed the gulph in which his 
wretched comrades were for ever entombed ; while 
on its dark confines he himself still hovered, help- 
less, terrified, and alone : loathing the refuge of 
lies, yet dreading to lay hold on the sure hope 
so dimly seen. 

The men who had suffered were mere tools, 
trained by O'Rourke to execute his sordid and 
selfish designs, under the mask of devotion to a 
cause of which they understood no more than did the 
weapons so fatally wielded. Innocent blood cried 
against them : and their lives had paid the demands 
of human justice ; but the blood of their souls cried 
more fearfully against the wretches who deluded 
them into such atrocious guilt ; and amid the wild 
conflict of Delany's feelings, tenfold abhorrence 
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seemed to rise with eyerj recollection of their 
subtle leaders. 

His master's thoughts were deeply brooding^ on 
the same theme, whilst in gloomy silence they pro- 
ceeded onwards, and entered a narrow lane, over- 
hung with leafless branches of oak and elm. Fol- 
lowing its windings, they turned an angle, and saw 
before them a horseman, upon whose steps they 
imperceptibly gained. Leering, with cautious eye, 
from under a slouched hat, he looked round, as 
they approached : in the next moment the shout of 
Maurice, fiercely vociferating the name of O'Rourke, 
was accompanied by a movement rapid as thought : 
and ere Mr. Butler could give the rein to his horse, 
Blucher dashed past him in hot pursuit of the 
startled enemy. 

. O'Rourke was exceedingly well mounted in point 
of strength and fleetness ; but Blucher was fresh, 
and appeared to derive new life from his rider's 
passionate eagerness, while Mr. Butler's horse, 
stimulated alike by example and the spur, was close 
upon his flanks. The chace continued through the 
lane, over a moor, and down a rapid declivity, at 
the bottom of which ran a little brook; beyond, 
the road branched off in various directions, inter- 
sected by rocks and trees. O'Rourke was already 
across the stream, and Maurice approached it, 
urging on his gallant horse, when O'Rourke sud- 
denly looked round, and presented a pistol. At 
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that moment Blucher flung up his head, and the 
bullet, whizzing from the lower ground, entered his 
throat. The faithful creature started, plunged, and 
fell dead. 

O'Rourke of course escaped; for Butler could 
not leave his servant in so perilous a condition. The 
horse had rolled down the slope, and Maurice lay 
entangled beneath him. Mr. Butler dismounted, 
and assisted him to rise, but received in return 
a volley of reproaches for letting O'Rourke escape ; 
while the soldier struggled to gain the saddle of his 
master's horse : who vainly endeavoured to pacify 
him. " Be quiet, Delany — compose yourself — why, 
man, you are bleeding fast, and your shoulder 
must be nearly out. Think you that if pursuit 
could avail, Julia's brother would be slack at it ? 
Hold off! I tell you we know not into which of 
those paths he struck." 

« But I'll catch him yet." 

" Aye, Maurice, whilst he's above ground we 
will hunt the ruffian. But now come, my good 
lad, let me bind your head up ; there is an ugly cut 
in your forehead." 

Still averting his face from poor Blucher, Mau- 
rice now submitted to have his head bandaged with 
a handkerchief: while his kind master showed no 
haste in the operation, so reluctant was he to wit- 
ness the pang which awaited the soldier's affection- 
ate heart. That heart was indeed wrung with a 
multitude of sorrows, unsuspected by him ; but he 
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did not overrate the bitterness of Delany's feelings, 
when slowly and silently he turned to gaze upon the 
noble animal, so long and futhfully attached to one 
who seemed an outcast from all the world beside. 
He examined the wound, looked on the heavy eye^ 
and then, bending as he stroked the unconscious 
face, burst into bitter lamentation. 

"And was it yourself, avoumeen, achree, that 
held up your throat to be shot for your poor com- 
rade ? Many's the cut I have warded off you in 
the fight ; and many's the long march you have 
carried me through. Will you never stand on your 
feet again, darling ? Will I never more dress your 
silken coat, and give you the com from my hand, 
and flit like a butterfly over the turf on your back ? 
It was you that loved me when no other living crea- 
ture did : it was you that stood by me when all the 
world had only a frown for poor Maurice Delany. 
Vein of my heart ! you did. And what did I do 
for you ? I brought you to shame among the mur- 
dering thieves ; and now you're fedlen by the villain 
of them all. But you shall be revenged, Blucher, 
bitterly revenged," he added, as he rose up, and dash- 
ing away the tears from his cheek, with stern for- 
titude commenced taking the accoutrements from 
the body. 

Some labourers now approaching, gave the wel- 
come intelligence that a respectable farm-house was 
within half a mile. Thither they repaired t and so 
exhausted was Maurice by the agitations of the 
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day, atid the effects of severe contusions received 
in his fall, that he gladly laid himself upon the com- 
fortable bed which the farmer's wife prepared — 
little anticipating how many a day would dawn and 
disappear, before he should again quit that simple 
couch. 

Night passed in sleepless agony, both of body and 
mind: and when in the morning his kind master 
visited him, he was lying in a state of helpless ex- 
haustion. Fever glowed upon his cheek; and his 
quick breathings bespoke its rapid inroads on his 
frame. Alarmed at these indications, Mr. Butler 
consulted the farmer, and no time was lost in dis- 
patching a messenger for the nearest medical as- 
sistance. 

The young man could not, without reluctance, 
deliver over his faithful soldier to what he expected 
to find the bungling attempts of some ignorant 
village apothecary ; and he resolved to exercise his 
own judgment, in following the directions of the 
expected doctor : smiling, somewhat incredulously, 
at the warm encomiums passed upon his skill by the 
inmates of the farm. But when the physician, for 
such he really was, made his appearance, he found 
himself agreeably disappointed, and involuntarily 
prepossessed. 

To a tall and commanding figure, the stranger 
added a simple elegance of manner that at once 
bespoke his rank in society : grey locks, combed 
smoothly down, and slightly curling on either side 
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of a countenance which beamed with intellect and 
benignity, imparted to it a character almost patriar- 
chal; while the health and cheerfulness that ani- 
mated his features and spoke in his eyerj tone, ren- 
dered him peculiarly attractive to the light-hearted 
young man. Towards his patient, the doctor's 
manner was at once tranquillizing and encouraging, 
whilst he carefully investigated the probable causes 
of his malady : but to Butler he acknowledged that 
the symptoms bore rather an alarming aspect, indi- 
cating a high degree of fever, and requiring extreme 
attention to its progress. 

" Is removal entirely out of the question then ?" 
asked Mr. Butler. 

" It must not be thought of, Sir." 

" And why would his honour think of it ?*' said 
the farmer's wife, somewhat reproachfully. " It's 
no great things that we can do for the poor soul ; 
but a clean bed, and an airy room, and as good 
nursing as he would get from the mother of him, 
that, to be sure, he shall have." 

The doctor's departure was speedily followed by 
the re-entrance of the farmer, who warmly seconded 
his wife's hospitable offers ; and then, with honest, 
yet respectful freedom, asked Mr. Butler how he 
liked Dr. Ayton. 

«* Very well: very much. I was particularly 
pleased with him." 

The farmer and his wife exchanged a smiling 
look of gratified expectation, and Butler, willing 
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to draw them out, resumed, " This Dr. Ayton ap- 
pears to me to be a man whom one cannot help 
liking. You know more of him than I do : what is 
your opinion of his character ?" 

" He is every thing that is good V exclaimed the 
woman, fervently. 

" Every thing includes a great deal. Give me 
some particulars." 

Here the farmer, a tall, sturdy, resolute-looking 
man, fixed himself in the attitude of one who is 
resolved not to yield a disputed post. He looked his 
inquirer full in the face, and with mingled alacrity 
and deliberation replied, " Why then. Sir, in the 
first place. Dr. Ayton's a Christian." 

" Nay, we are all Christians, are we not ?" 

The farmer put his hands behind him, and striding 
to the door, said, " Will your honour please to tell 
me what's growing in yonder meadow ?" 

« Grass, I think." 

" Sure enough, and it should be ; and therefore 
we call it a field of grass. But, Sir, 'tis a cruel 
bad soil; and if you look nearer you'll find, that 
what with daisies and dandelions, butter -cups and 
blue-bells, shamrocks, and such like things, little's 
the real honest grass that can get room to grow." 

" You allude to the Roman Catholics, as so far 
out-numbering the Protestants in this part of the 
country ?" 

" No, Sir, I was not thinking of the poor Papists, 
at all ; but of ourselves, and such as we, who, having 
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the blessed Gospel, which is the seed of the word» 
plentifully sown in our church, ought to spring up> 
a pasture of green and wholesome grass. The 
Lord knows how many ugly weeds, and silly flowers, 
aye, and poison-plants too, are choking up the 
ground ! and yet 'tis called a field of grass." 

" But Dr. Ayton, it seems, comes up to your idea 
of a genuine blade." 

*^ And that's what he does. Sir," answered Do- 
novan, triumphantly, " for the root is in him." 

" Aye, or how could he bear such iruit ?" added 
the wife. 

" Indeed, he appears rery benevolent," observed 
Mr. Butler. 

" Yes, Sir," replied Donovan, " he is a skilful 
man in his profession, and his skill is at the service 
of the poorest wretch that needs it. He cures their 
bodily diseases, feeds them if they be hungry, and 
clothes them if they be naked : but this is the least 
part of his charitable deeds.- He tells them their 
souls are more sick than their bodies ; and directs 
them to a greater Physician than himself. He tells 
them that he does them no service by helping to 
prolong their lives, if they go on forgetting God, 
and adding sin to sin. For what is it to them — 
Oh, Sir," drawing near with solemn earnestness, and 
laying his hand on the young officer's arm — "oh, 
Sir, what is it to you, or to me, if we gain the whole 
world, and lose our own souls ?" 

Mr. Butler was silent: in fact, he knew not 
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what to say. An appeal so direct, from such an' 
unexpected quarter, confused him. The rude, 
quaint, and characteristic language of this poor 
rustic, conveyed the same admonitions that his 
sisters were wont to clothe — ahnost to disguise — 
in phraseology far different. It is no unusual thing, 
with those who seek the conviction of their friends, 
to err fatally on the side of delicacy, which is but 
another word for timidity, and by keeping out of 
sight the strongest features of their case — those 
where it is most decidedly opposed to the feelings 
and habits of the world in general — ^to leave the 
adverse party under an impression that the differ- 
ence, after all, is too trifling to excite uneasiness ; 
and that in words, rather than in things, consists 
what others more faithfully describe as a formida- 
ble, a fatal dissimilarity. This want of plainness 
had greatly weakened the force of many truths pro- 
claimed to young Butler under his paternal roof: 
but in Michael Donovan, the poor farmer of Glen- 
nonvale, there was little to apprehend on the score 
of neutralizing delicacy. The energetic earnestness 
of his manner, too, bespoke that the subject reigned 
paramount in his thoughts ; and that what he uttered 
indeed vproceeded out of the abundance of his heart. 
Religion was, with him, as the sun's light ; pervading 
all things, and illtuninating whatever it reached. 
Such a character cannot fail to interest, however 
its real excellency may be overlooked or mistaken ; 
and Butler already considered his humble host more 

n2 
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worthy of hU observance tlian many who occupied 
a much higher station. 

Poor Maurice, meantime, wanted nothing that the 
most considerate attention could supply him with f 
but the fever gained ground rapidly, and it required 
all Dr. Ayton's skill and caution to deal Mrith the 
symptoms. These, however, devoted to the poor 
soldier's service, produced an effect more imme- 
diately favourable than could have been antici- 
pated : his faculties were brightened, and although 
too languid to attempt speaking, he was more con- 
scious of the passing scene than his friends sur- 
mised. 

The doctor had taken a seat with Mr. Butler near 
the window of Maurice's apartment, while Donovan 
stood at a respectful distance, yet not as altogether 
excluded from their discourse ; and his wife sat near 
the bed. 

" If you consider him in immediate danger," said 
Butler, " which, however, I am loth to believe, it may 
be my duty to ensure the attendance of some minis- 
ter of his own religion." 

" Is he then of the Church of Rome ?" 

« He is." 

A long pause ensued. The doctor at length 
spoke. " On the question of bodily danger I am 
not prepared to give a decided opinion as yet. On 
the other point, you. Sir, are probably the best judge 
of your peculiar duty." 

" In truth, I am not : I hold in utter abomination 
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the whole system of popery, and can with difficulty 
bring myself to lend a hand in perpetuating the de- 
lusion, directly or indirectly : but" and there 

he paused. 

" You would, in this instance, invite a renewal of 
its delusive operations in the case of our poor igno- 
rant fellow-creature yonder ?" 

" Why yes, because he is ignorant : he devoutly 
believes it all, and would regard his hope of salva- 
tion as lost, without the last rites of his church." 

" And. do you, Mr. Butler, attach any saving effi- 
cacy to those rites ?" 

" Assuredly not : but I would have every man 
allowed to go to heaven his own way." 

<< I have heard that sentiment from many Pro- 
testants," observed Dr. Ayton, thoughtfully ; " but 
the Church of Rome views the matter differently. 
She holds that there is but one way" 

" And she's right," interrupted the farmer, bluntly. 
<< She has missed it herself, but that does not alter 
God's truth. Christ is the only way to heaven ; all 
other ways lead to heU. There is but one Door, 
and those who enter otherwise than by that, are 
thieves and robbers. There is but one Guide, who 
leads to all truth, even the Eternal Spirit. There 
is but one rule, to judge by, and to walk by : and 
that is the blessed Bible. The broad road, Sir, has 
many paths, each ending in destruction : the narrow 
road has but one, and that terminates at the gate of 
heaven." 
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" But," said Mr. Butler, " if this poor fellow be 
deceived, through the wilful error of his teachers, 
surely they, not he, must bear the consequences." 

" Both, Sir : if the blind lead the blind, both shall 
fall into the ditch." 

' Dr. Ayton nodded assent to this remark, and pro- 
ceeded ; " The Church of Rome has made many 
converts by the blasphemous presumption of her 
teachers, in promising to bear the punishment, in 
lieu of their deluded victims, should the doctrine 
ultimately prove erroneous. In this they flatly con- 
tradict the Holy Ghost, who says, by the mouth of 
David, < None can by any means redeem his brother, 
nor give to God a ransom for him.' They contra- 
dict the word of Jehovah, which came to Ezekiel, 
and which b expressly applied to every one who 
bears the ministerial office, < When I say unto the 
wicked, O wicked man, thou shalt surely die; if 
thou dost not speak to warn the wicked from his 
way, that wicked man shall die in his iniquity : but 
his blood will I require at thine hand.' Die in his 
iniquity I those are fearful words. They exclude all 
hope — ^they doom the soul to eternal woe. So spake 
our Lord to the blaspheming Jews, * I go my way, 
and ye shall seek me, and shall die in your sins: 
whither I go, ye cannot come.' Do not these pas- 
sages plainly show, that however aggravated may 
be the condemnation of the false teacher, he who 
suffers his soul to be beguiled, trusting to a lie, 
must also perish ?" 
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" You remind me," said Mr. Butler, " of a fright- 
ful scene, which we witnessed on our way hither :" 
and he related the case of the two murderers ; con- 
cluding with the remark, " You will say that I am 
bringing proofs to defeat my own argument : but, 
really, on the principle of doing as I would wish to 
be done by, I do not like to deprive this poor fellow 
of what he will deem a comfort and a security." 

" Suppose, Sir," said Donovan, " that your house 
was on fire, and I saw you about to throw a barrel 
of oil upon it, in mistake for water : wouldn't I be 
doing my duty to oppose you, ay, and to twitch it 
out of your hand too, even though you couldn't be- 
lieve me that 'twas any thing but water ?" 

" Yet, remember, Donovan," said the doctor, 
<* it is not by withholding the external rites of his 
church, while his heart remains in the slumber of 
ignorance, and the death of sin, that we can hope to 
save this soul from destruction — to stay the rage of 
unquenchable burnings." 

" You must knock out the head of the barrel, 
^Eurmer," added Mr. Butler, ^ and after showing me 
that the oil is oil, furnish me with a bucket of water 
in its stead." 

*< Why, and isn't it the very thing that we're going 
to do, with God's blessing?" exclaimed Donovan, 
with great vivacity. " Dare I bend these knees in 
prayer to the Lord my Shepherd, if I could see a 
poor sheep straggling far from the fold, going 
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among wolves, and not at least call out to it, < This 
is the way, walk ye in it ?* " 

" Then you expect to convert Maurice ?** 
<< I, Sir! The Lord forbid that I should have 
such proud thoughts. No, Sir, it is He that will 
work : we are the clay, and He the Potter. And 
He wiil work, Sir ; and who shall let it ? Not all 
the priests of Rome. I hope yon poor lad is come 
among us for good; and if so, the grace of Grod 
will triumph. But for all that" — he raised his voice, 
and looked very earnest — " for all that. 111 be glad 
if your honour won't bring any false prophet here, 
under my roof, to delude the soul, saying, Peace, 
peace, where there is no peace ; as they did to the 
wretches you were telling us of." 

" Yet let us well understand the grounds on which 
we decline it," gently observed the old Doctor. 
*< To the Scriptures alone may we safely appeal for 
decision in any case where spiritual things are con- 
cerned. Man, by nature and by act a sinner, laden 
with the guilt of innumerable transgressions, knows 
that he must appear at the judgment-seat of the 
All-seeing God, and receive his doom. He also 
knows that against all unrighteousness the wrath of 
that God is revealed ; and the enquiry of his soul 
is, ' How shall I escape ?' The Bible answers, * Be- 
hold the Lamb of God which taketh away the sin 
of the world' — * The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth 
from all sin' — < Neither is there salvation in any 



THE BOCKITE. 185 

other; for there is none other name under heaven 
given among men, whereby we must be saved' — 
* Repent, and believe the Gospel/ But what says 
the Church of Rome ? Confess to the priest — do 
penance — abstain from animal food on certain days 
— when ye pray, use vain repetitions, as the heathen 
do — pray to dead sinners, and plead their merits 
before God. — At the hour of death receive extreme 
unction for the final remission of sins ; — and then^ 
after a period of torment in purgatory, you may 
hope to be prayed out of it, or rather paid out of it, 
by the liberality of your survivors in purchasing 
masses for your soul. Shame on the blasphemy 
that assumes to deal out holiness by weight ; to sell 
the most precious of God's gifts for money, setting 
a price on the most damning sins, and sending, for 
a stipulated sum, the adulterer, the murderer, the 
perpetrator of every atrocity, to seek in his unblush- 
ing pollution, a throne beside Him in whose sight 
the heavens are not clean, and who chargeth even 
His angels with folly !" 

Whilst the old man paused to gather breath, 
Butler thought he beheld one of the primitive con- 
fessors, testifying to the apostate church of its abo- 
minations, so much of holy zeal beamed forth from 
his fine countenance. Nor was any of the conver- 
sation entirely lost on the apparently unconscious 
being who gave rise to it. Much, indeed, of per- 
plexity hung about what he heard and saw, but the; 
impression was indelible. The entrance of a Roman 
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Catholic priest would haye been a matter of no less 
disgust to Maurice, than to Donovan himself. As 
a dernier resort, he had always rested on the very 
plea adduced bj Butler, and shifted to his spiritual 
glides the responsibility which they so daring^ly 
invited. But the fate of the blind who su£Per the 
blind to guide them, at once revealed to him the 
treacherous nature of that delusive stay; and the 
broken reed whereon he had leaned now pierced 
him with unutterable anguish. He viewed with 
scorn and detestation the faithless prop : but as yet 
no better hope had dawned upon his soul ; all was 
dark and desolate. 

Mr. Butler had not allowed the afiair of 
O'Rourke to pass unnoticed. He waited upon 
an active magistrate, recounted the circumstances 
of their meeting, and gave as accurate a descrip- 
tion as the occasion would admit of. All en- 
quiry, however, proved vain; his person was un- 
known in the neighbourhood, and his appearance 
there could only be accounted for by the execution 
of his confederates: of which it was supposed he 
had been an anxious, though a concealed witness. 
That county had not as yet been brought under 
the operation of the Insurrection Act. More than 
one atrocity had been perpetrated within its 
borders; but the neighbouring partisans of Rock 
were comparatively few, and these had been 
irruptions from other quarters. Some notices, not- 
withstanding, had recently been posted, proving 
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that emissaries of the evil &etion were abroad, and 
rendering the act of justice lately performed on the 
two murderers, one of policy also. Still the feel- 
ing of security predominated ; and the active bene- 
volence of resident gentry spread widely that 
valuable instruction which has ever proved the 
surest defence against incitements to turbulence 
and disaffection. 

Mr. Butler had assimilated himself, as far as 
possible, to the habits of his entertainers. His 
dinner was taken at an hour more congenial to his 
customs than their noon-tide repast: but in their 
early breakfast he partook, after joining in the 
devotions of the morning. This he did, partly 
because he saw how grievously it would affect them 
were he to decline it ; and partly for the sake of 
those effusions which Donovan was wont to pour 
out from a heart full of zeal and love. Neither 
did he find the effect on himself in any way dis* 
pleasing. 

A week had nearly passed, and Maurice was 
slowly overcoming the violence of his rheumatic 
fever ; when the farmer, his wife, and their guest, 
being seated at a comfortable breakfast of ham and 
fresh eggs, they were astonished by the appearance 
of Paddy the cow-boy, in a state of perturbation 
wholly inexplicable. His face was pale, his eyes, 
strangely dilated, stared wildly and fearfully 
around: and the chattering of his teeth might be 
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heard, even amid the clang of his iron-heeled 
brogues on the floor. 

" £h r exclaimed Donovan, staring, with no 
pleased surprise at his intrusive servant, '^ What 
mad bull has driven ye in here, o' this fashion, boy ?" 

Paddy answered not, but advanced, or rather 
sidled along, with increased terror in his looks. 

" Have you seen your grandmother's fetch, 
Paddy ?^ enquired Mr. Butler, laughing. 

" Speak out, ye silly goose," chimed in his 
mistress, evidently ill at ease, << and say what's the 
matter." 

" The matther! OchI and it's bad enough, 
Misthress. Isn't it ourselves, then, that'll be all 
kilt, an' murthered, joy r" His jaws trembled • so 
much that he could scarcely bring out the words. 

<* Kilt and murdered I" cried Donovan, in a tone 
of displeasure, " who has been fooling ye? Get 
out of that ; and tell your story, sir, or begone." 

" I will, Masther ; I will ;" and he shut th$ 
door with a cautious hand, advanced close to the 
table, and after fumbling for a long time beneath 
his tattered waistcoat, drew out a piece of linen, 
not over clean; unfolding it, a brown paper next 
appeared; and from this Paddy at length dis- 
engaged its contents — a half-sheet of foolscap, 
legibly written in a large hand, and torn at the 
upper corners, by which it appeared to have been 
fastened to something* 
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" A Rock notice," exclaimed Mr. Butler, as 
he eagerly bent forward to examine it. Mrs. 
Donovan's cheek lost its ruddy hue ; while the 
farmer himself looked more than usually serious 
and energetic. Paddy, meantime, smote his breast 
so fervently, that his master somewhat drily re- 
marked, " You'll be learning to cross yourself, 
may-be ?" 

" And it's what I wont," replied the boy, a little 
roused by the hint. 

" Where did you find it?" asked Mr. Butler. 

Paddy answered, that it was stuck up on the 
gable end of the cow-house, so that it escaped his 
sight until he drove out the cows after milking. 

" Who saw it besides yourself?" 

" Never a sowl: for, thinks I, ye'll may-be be 
after catching me, joy, with that same in my hand. 
And sure I did'nt run, like" 

" Well, well," interrupted the farmer, " here's 
nothing to terrify you in it, 'tis a foolish rigmarole : 
and mind, boy, it's my command that you say no- 
thing about it to the rest." 

" Never fear him," observed Mr. Butler, " Paddy 
has proved himself both trusty and discreet in the 
matter; and he will not betray confidence." 

Highly delighted with this compliment, Paddy 
pulled his hair, scraped his heel on the floor, and 
marched out in bolder guise than he had entered. 

" Now, farmer, for a sight of Rock's dispatch." 
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It ran thus : — 

^ Mike Donovan, 

<< The legisUtore of Ireland, sitting to deliberate, 
where the cross is guarded by the drawn sword, 
is sworn to deliverance or death. It ia not the 
heretic that shall save your body nor soul. Your 
coffin is measured, and the earth gapes for your 
blood. You shall pay your renewal fines in another 
coin, and them strangers that we know better than 
you. A spider's nest that Rock the invincible 
defender shall crush with his foot, and not turn his 
eyes down to look upon it. I sign this your death 
warrant, and he that threatens makes it good. The 
cross triumphs, and so swears this defender. 

" Captain John Rock. 
*< Lieftenant Moonshine. 

*' From oar Council-Chamber in 
the Great Mountain of Revenge." 

" Was there ever such a farrago !" exclaimed 
Butler, " why it seems a downright hoax." 

Donovan shook his head. ^< I have seen many 
such." 

" But your only offence is in sheltering us^-we 
must not allow you to incur this peril." 

" They have a worse charge than that against me, 
your honour." 

" Indeed ! how have you o£Pended them ?" 

Donovan's countenance brightened, as he replied, 
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" By obeying the call to come out of her, and be no 
longer partaker of her sins/' 

" Out of Rock's confederacy ?" 

" No, Sir : out of the Romish Church." 

" A serious provocation indeed ! and what will 
you oppose to the threatened attack P' 

« The shield of faith." . 

"Nothing else?" 

" If I be persecuted for righteousness' sake, Sii:, 
I may not resist : for the weapons of our warfare 
are not carnal. But in defence of my wife and the 
little ones, and the stranger among us, I will use 
such means as God gives — aye, to the shedding of 
my last drop of blood !" 

Mr. Butler could not comprehend this distinc- 
tion ; but he consoled himself that Dr. Ayton would 
shortly arrive, and with him he resolved to consult. 
The old gentleman expressed much concern for Do- 
novan, mingled with grateful exultation on learning 
how he had received the trying message. In reply 
to Butler's enquiries, he recounted the circimistances 
of his conversion. 

Michael, as one of a large family of orphan chil- 
dren, passed his earliest years in poverty and wretch- 
edness. At the age of thirteen he had so far re- 
commended himself to the good-will of a cobbler, 
that the latter undertook to teach him the art of 
brogue-mending, by which, and running on errands 
for all who would employ him, he gained a scanty 
maintenance. At eighteen years of age he became 
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quite a devotee in his religion, and bigotted, of 
course, in proportion to his ignorance. One even- 
ing, being employed to await the return of a gen- 
tleman, to whom he had taken a letter, and hearing, 
as he loitered near the door, a sound of singing in 
an obscure-looking open house just by, he ventured 
to creep in, as far as the entrance of an apartment 
where a congregation of Wesleyan Methodists had 
assembled for evening service. Not knowing what 
to make of the party, Mike lingered and listened, 
and heard from a blunt-looking man, slightly ele- 
vated above the rest, an address that filled him 
with astonishment and curiosity : but recollecting 
the guilt that he would incur by attending to he- 
retical teachers, he tore himself from the spot. One 
thought alone took full possession of his mind — a 
vehement desire of learning to read. This he ac- 
complished by no ordinary process. He collected 
old hand-bills, and cut out from them the alphabets, 
both large and small. Whenever he was near any 
competent person, on whose good-nature he might 
presume, he would exhibit a few of his letters, and 
learn their various sounds. From this he proceeded 
to spelling ; and almost without a helping hand from 
any individual, he made such rapid progress as to be 
able to read with tolerable fluency in an incredibly 
short space of time. 

The Bible was the great object of his curiosity : 
he begged one of a benevolent lady, and perused it 
with avidity. Conviction and conversion were the 
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consequences. With characteristic decision, lie 
openly separated himself from the Church of 
Rome; and in two years from his nocturnal visit 
to the little chapel, he was ahle to assemble a 
congregation of his own within its walls. But 
to the members of his former church, it was his 
peculiar delight to address himself ; and this he did 
so e£Pectually, that the priest soon found means to 
drive him from his native town. 

He married, while very young, a most industrious 
girl, with a little money, which they laid out' advan- 
tageously in stocking, on a small scale, a farm ; and 
this, by excellent management, and the good-will 
of all their neighbours, yearly increased in value. 
They had one grown-up daughter, living as an 
humble companion with an excellent lady ; and 
two healthy little fellows, twins, of four or five 
years old, on whose young minds it was their 
father's delight to impi'ess the early lessons of 
piety and obedience. Deeply read in the Scrip- 
tinges, and gifted with a large share of valuable 
sound sense, he was a dreaded antagonist to the 
Roman Catholic clergy, several of whom he had 
silenced by the force of unanswerable truth ; un- 
ravelling the web of their sophistry by appeals to 
the word and the works of God, which Jbad struck 
conviction to many a heart. As a member, for 
years past, of the established church, he had dis- 
continued all assumption of a preacher's character ; 
but it was his highest joy to assemble around him 

o 
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a party of his western countrymen, among whom 
their original language still retained its powerful 
ascendancy, and in that tongue to read the Scrip- 
tures, to explain, admonish, and pour forth his sup- 
plications. 

" And do the priests permit this ?** asked Butler. 

** They cannot prevent it : light is dawning even 
now upon this afflicted country. The darkness is 
not yet past, hut grey tints are faintly streaking 
the horizon ; and no more can the united effort of 
evil men and evil spirits avert the flood of bright- 
ness, whose approach they proclaim, than your arm 
or mine may arrest yon fiery orb in his course, or 
fling a veil upon his brilliant surface !" 

" I can well believe," remarked young Butler, 
thoughtfully, "that were the light of which you 
speak to shine generally on our poor country, she 
would rise up, a ch^ef among the nations, in whose 
view she now sits a shame and a reproach to civi- 
lized Europe." 

" You are right. Politically, she cannot aspire 
to great things ; neither ought she to seek more 
than a hearty co-operation with her island sister, in 
whose destinies she must ever find her own inwoven. 
But in arts, in science, in all that stamps the in- 
tellectual worth of man ; and above all, in the play 
of his kindliest affections, communicating largely on 
every side the blessings of which she shall have 
become the recipient, our native land shall stand 
second to none. There is in the character of her 
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children, that which, once touched by a live coal 
from the altar, blazes forth, emitting a light and 
a heat no less gloriously vivid than is that flame 
appaUinglj destructive which unhappily the torch 
of discord and malevolence now too well succeed in 
kindling." 

" What a formidable John Rock would our host 
have grown up into, had his energies been early 
enlisted in that cause !" remarked Butler. 

" Assuredly. And many a mind similarly con- 
stituted is leagued in desperate enmity against the 
repose of his country. Yet as an emissary of evil, 
could Donovan have displayed the superiority which 
is now conceded to him? Vice debases while it 
hardens the character. By continually turning a 
watchful and steady eye within, Donovan obtains a 
deep knowledge of the human heart, its mazes and 
deceptions, and regulates accordingly the use of 
that ascendancy which his superior intellect ac- 
quires. Now a bad man dreads nothing so much as 
this close self-acquaintance. Grod has written his 
law in the hearts of his accountable creatures ; and 
he who lives in the gross violation of that law, 
loves not to ponder on the record of his condem- 
nation. Or if he does investigate his own character 
as a means whereby to influence his feUow-men, it 
is with a vision so obscured by the mists of igno- 
rance and sin, that all is distorted from its actual 
shape. With the feelings of a brute, he surveys his 

o2 
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dark and brutified lineaments ; and from a standard 
so false, what judgment can be formed that shall not 
prove fatally erroneous? — ^what conduct ensue but 
such as will continually involve its projector in per- 
plexity and mistake !" 

*< It appears, then, that we do not go far enough, 
when, from the unhappy superiority of our country- 
men in crime, we argue a corresponding eminence 
in what is excellent, should their minds receive a 
right bent, equally powerful with that wrong ten- 
dency which now perverts them ?" 

" You cannot equalize the matter. The prepon- 
derance of real good over the natural evil of man's 
heart is not the turning of a scale : it is a conquest, 
a triumph — ^it is the binding a strong man, and 
casting him out of his possessions — the breaking in 
pieces of a mighty rebellious armament, and esta- 
blishing a rightful rule in victory, prosperity, and 
peace. Satan succeeds with his victims by blinding, 
deluding, degrading, and perverting them from the 
original end of their being : in proportion as divine 
truth prevails, the eye becomes enlightened, the 
understanding cleared, the mind elevated, and every 
faculty harmoniously engaged in the very work for 
which it was primarily intended. Your inference, 
therefore, is perfectly just ; with this additional en- 
couragement — that as the downward path gathers 
velocity from every step, until the gulf closes upon 
its victim, so is righteousness progressive — the 
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Christian grows in grace ; and the path of the just 
is as the shining light, which shineth more and 
more unto the perfect day." 

While the doctor thus led forward his young 
friend, in a style adapted to his education and hahit 
of thinking, our poor Maurice had a teacher equally 
well suited to his case, in the zealous Donovan. 
With the Bihle in his hand, faith in his heart, and 
truth on his tongue, the farmer pursued his work of 
mercy, and, as he expressed himself to Maurice, 
" gave the enemy no breathing time." 

" Why dp you call me your enemy ?" said the 
soldier reproachfully. 

" It isn't you that Fm speaking of, but the enemy 
of my soul and yours — the devil." 

" He has made bitter work with mine," muttered 
Maurice. 

" Aye, and bitter work he made with that chief of 
sinners, Saul of Tarsus." 

"Whowaihe?" 

" You've may-be heard more of him, as holy St. 
Paul ; to whom, among the rest, you used to confess 
your sins." 

<< You ought not to name a holy saint and the 
devil in the same breath." 

" And why not ? The saint did the devil's work 
before Christ called him to repentance; and after- 
wards he led a weary life, buffeted by Satan without 
and within. Now St. Paul calls himself the chief 
of sinners, and so, no doubt, may you ; but he that 
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saved Paul is ready to be your Saviour, and why 
should you refiise to be saved ?** 
, Maurice could give no satisfactory answer. He 
had been so far affected by what was daily spoken, 
that the retrospection of his life was become more 
than ev^r intolerable; and the more he sought to 
close his eyes upon the record, the deeper sunk that 
appalling conviction that all was indelibly written 
down in the books out of which the dead must be 
judged. A few forcible remarks and homely illus- 
trations from Donovan, and the leading tenets of the 
Romish Church, infallibility, transubstantiation, ab- 
solution, image-worship, the purchaseable merits of 
saints, the virtue of pilgrimages and other inven- 
tions of men, fell, as they ever must fall, before 
plain reason, backed by a reference to the scriptures 
of truth : and when he urged again and again the 
question, " why won't you let Christ save you ?" the 
secret language of his listener's heart was, that he 
had sinned beyond forgiveness, and must perish in 



Together with these humbling views of his own 
condition, the character and actions of others insen- 
sibly began to assume a different aspect in the eyes 
of Maurice. A habit of comparing them with him- 
self, greatly to his own disadvantage, grew upon 
him. Even of O'Rourke, who continued to be the 
object of his deepest horror, he could entertain 
some palliating thoughts, when placed in juxta-po- 
sition with himself. " He had private wrongs to 
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revenge, certainly,** thought Maurice, " I had none. 
He never received the pay of his king, nor wore his 
uniform, nor turned against him the use of arms 
learnt in his service, as I did. He hadn't oppor- 
tunities, like me, of knowing the goodness and piety 
of those whom he called heretics; and even his 
dreadful plan of forcing away Miss Julia was only 
part of the system that we all joined in. Didn't I 
join it as ready as any, till then ? Wasn't I at the 
head of their hutchering expeditions?" and as the 
picture grew on his recollection he shuddered, and 
hid his face, wondering that no judgment from 
ahove had yet overtaken him. " There's something 
in him," said Donovan to Dr. Ayton, ^^ that heats 
my poor skill to discover. < The heart knoweth its 
own bitterness' — I can't make it out." 

" But remember, my good fellow, that the Lord 
knoweth it also. Leave the matter with Him. 
You work, as in tjie dark, but vnth confidence. 
Whatever be the particular evil, the root is sin ; 
and as a sure remedy, you must be constant in 
urging the power and love of Him who came into 
the world to save sinners." 

Two days after the posting of the Rock notice, 
Mr. Butler received from his father a summons 
decisively peremptory ; and he prepared to obey it. 
The Doctor called on that morning ; and Butler, 
anxious to enjoy to the last moment the converse 
of a man who had won his warmest esteem, ordered 
his horse, and accompanied him on the homeward 
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road. Their path, ahout a mile from Glemionvale, 
turned off to the left, pursuing its course through 
a thicket, part of which was used as a fox-coyer : 
while the remainder stretched out to the edge of 
some quarries now in disuse: hejond these was a 
long track of sporting country, very thinly inhabited. 
Conversing with their usual animation, the gentle- 
men rode gently along, until they came upon the 
edge of the place where trees and bushes clustered 
into a dense mass ; no footpath appearing to exist 
among them. From this obscure quarter, a shot 
was fired, apparently very near ; but without taking 
effect : before a word could be exchanged a second, 
much nearer, was heard: and Mr. Butler's hat 
rolled on the ground. 

To spur his horse among the brush-wood was the 
instinctive action of the young soldier, to whom fear 
and prudence were equally unknown ; and loudly 
shouting to the " cowardly rascals," to show them- 
selves, he madb many fruitless attempts to penetrate 
their retreat. His companion resolutely seconded 
him, both by voice and action ; but at the same time 
assured him, in an occasional whisper, that the spot 
was impassable to horses. 

" Let us dismount, then.** 

"Are you armed?" Butler made a sign in the 
negative. " Then to what purpose would you 
proceed ? A wanton sacrifice of your life were 
every way criminal. Return to the farm, and let 
us obtain assistance, before we commence a pursuit." 
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Reluctantly assenting, the young man picked 
up his hat, through which a hullet had passed, 
and they galloped hack to Glennonvale. 

" He that threatens makes it good," whispered 
Butler to the farmer. 

" Not without leave from a higher Power, Sir," 
answered Donovan. " Something more was in- 
tended for you than a hole in your hat." 

" True, my man. Will you join in pursuit ?" 

" Sure, and I will — and all the hoys, that are 
just after getting their meal of potatoes." 

A party was quickly formed, and armed as well 
as the sudden emergency would permit. Pitch- 
forks and scythes were put in requisition ; and 
Paddy, the cow-hoy, shouldered an immense spit, 
which, he asserted, was " hetther nor all the pikes 
that ever John Rock handled ; let alone, that it 
was iron to the bottom, and wouldn't snap like a 
rotten limb of an ould three, at all, at all." Thus 
equipped, they ran towards the fox-cover, and fear- 
lessly dashed among the bushes; those who had 
fire-arms holding them ready cocked. The very 
dogs appeared to comprehend the service required 
of them, plunging into every nook and comer. 
But although the thicket was scoured, and the 
quarries ransacked, and the soft soil beyond them 
carefully examined for foot-prints, not a trace could 
be obtained of the assassins, save only the bullets 
fired ; which were found lodged in the trunks of 
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two adjoining trees, close by the track of the 
horsemen. 

Relinquishing farther pursuit, the party delibe- 
rated on the best means to be adopted, both for de- 
tection, and for farther defence. " For it will not 
end here," said A jton. 

Mr. Butler proposed riding over to the next 
market-town, and demanding military succour, 
through the magistrates. Dr. Ayton thought a 
police-man or two would be sufficient. 

" I'm loth to call in the arm of flesh,** remarked 
Donovan. 

" As a means of defence, you may surely do so,** 
replied the doctor. " Too great presumption in 
rejecting such is not advisable." 

" Besides," added Butler, " it is evidently on 
mine and my servant's account that you are now 
exposed to hostile assault. And unless you con- 
sent to admit a competent g^uard over your pro- 
perty, I must, in justice, remove Maurice at all 
hazards." 

Donovan assented : and the gentlemen rode off to 
tender their deposition before the magistracy. 

The attempt on Mr. Butler's life was made 
public, rewards offered, and a party from the nearest 
police station marched to the immediate vicinity 
of Glennonvale. Aware in what dreadful solicitude 
his family must be placed by these reports, Butler 
no longer delayed his departure ; but bidding a 
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kind farewell to Delanj, and a most cordial one 
to the Donovans, bent his steps towards Dublin. 

The next day's dawn exhibited these words, 
chalked on a bam, close by the dwelling-house: 
" It wont do— we will have your blood, if you dont 
turn out the solger. It isn't the Peeler rascals, 
nor any Orange villains that shall protect you from 
me, John Rock." 

" Turn him out, I never will," said Donovan, 
as he coolly wiped off the scrawl ; rejoiced that by 
his early rising he had prevented its meeting any 
eye but his own. " And as for protection, * except 
the Lord keep the city, the watchman waketh but 
in vain :' and, * if He give quietness who shall make 
trouble?'" Still the farmer was not perfectly well 
at ease. Of himself, he thought as lowly as others 
highly extolled him ; and confessed that no afflic- 
tion which could befall him was equal to his deme- 
rits. That the Christian must bear his Master's 
cross, was a truth continually on his lips, and in his 
heart. Deep waters had occasionally gone over 
his soul, and yet he had experienced that the 
love of his heavenly Father directed the chastening 
rod. For himself, he was prepared, under every 
dispensation, to exclaim, " it is well :" but for 
others he trembled; and for none more than his 
sick and sorrowful guest, who had interested his 
feelings most powerfully; and over whom he 
watched with a brother's affection, and a pastor's 
care. The police were stationed at a distance 
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of two miles from the farm : but during the night 
they patrolled around it, and kept up a regular com- 
munication by means of Paddy, the cow-boy ; who, 
since he became the confidant of Rock's first 
notice, had gained no inconsiderable share of im- 
portance in his own eyes ; and who now prided 
himself exceedingly on the character of a trusty 
courier. Trusty, indeed, he was ; and faithful in 
no ordinary degree. His master had reared him, 
from a very young child, a foundling about to be 
committed to the care of a woman who would have 
educated him in the darkest superstitions of popery. 
Very different was the teaching that he received 
at Glennonvale; and although in his simplicity 
scarcely distinguishing his right hand from his left, 
poor Paddy understood what was infinitely more 
precious than all the stores of worldly wisdom. 
He was indeed one of those *< babes," to whom are 
revealed many things hidden from the wise and 
prudent. 

Every evening Paddy brought a secret com- 
munication firom the petit-constable in conunand, 
announcing at what hours of the night he should 
visit the farm; and this was made known to none 
but Donovan, in the first instance; although he 
generally repeated it to his wife and Maurice. The 
latter was fast recovering, and able to sit up for a 
few hours in the evening. 

About a week after Mr. Butler's, departure, the 
family party, consisting of Donovan, his wife, their 
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little twin boys, and Delany, were seated round 
a fire of cheerful turf, when Paddy made his 
appearance, with unwonted satisfaction pourtrayed 
on his broad, good-humoured countenance. He 
handed a paper to his master, and withdrew to the 
rear. The farmer glanced over the note. " It is 
very well ;" he remarked, " and they are gone, 
Paddy r 

" Sure and th6y didn't ride away nately, the 
sowls! Wasn't their carry-bines loaded, and their 
swords brighter nor that kittle, and didn't they 
say, *We11 be down upon 'em, in no time at all,' 
then?" 

" Gibson tells me," said the farmer to Maurice, 
" that they have' had tidings of suspicious fellows 
lurking about, some miles beyond. They're off to 
the spot ; and likely before they're expected." 

Maurice expressed satisfaction: and the simple 
meal was partaken of; after which Donovan pre- 
pared for his evening lecture. 

Suddenly, a thought appeared to strike Mau- 
rice; he enquired hastily for Paddy. The youth 
had nestled himself in a snug comer, but an- 
swered to the call, " Sure and I'm here, Misther 
Delany, sir." 

" Do you know, who brought the report to 
Gibson?" 

" I'm thinking I do ; because why? it was myself 
that seed him." 

" But do you know him ?" 
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" Och, sorrow a bit ; but a civil spoken body be 
was, tbat same. An' be tould the Peeler that 
Rock's men were over, somewhere, an' how they'd 
be watching for Andy Byrne, that's got a distress, 
an' going to cant,* sure." 

Donovan was now waiting, with his open Bible, 
and somewhat impatient at the interruption : but 
Maurice seemed little inclined to consider this. 
" Farmer," said he, " are your doors and windows 
fast?" 

" As usual, Delany. And now are ye ready for 
the WordP' 

" Directly : but I am not satisfied if your garri- 
son is only * as usual.' " 

" Let the garrison be ; we owe duty now to the 
Great Commander." Then, observing the extreme 
restlessness of his guest, he added, somewhat sternly, 
" What makes ye so fearftd to-night ?" 

The word nettled Maurice. " It isn't myself, 
Mr. Donovan, that's troubled with much fear ; but 
I must speak to you." 

<< Bye and bye. Let God speak to us ; and let 
us listen, as behoves us, to the word of salvation." 

Interruption was hopeless; Donovan, however, 
rose, and tried the fastenings of door and win- 
dow; then, with a quiet nod to Maurice, he pro- 
nounced his introductory prayer, and commenced 
reading the evening portion, commenting as he 

* To sell by auction the goods under seizure. 
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went on. Half an hour was thus occupied, and 
his little auditory listened with deep attention, all 
save the youngest twin — who had fallen asleep on 
his mother's lap, his head leaning back on her arm, 
his rosy, dimpled cheeks, shining forth from among 
the flaxen curls that fell in profusion on either 
side — and Maurice, who appeared labouring under 
a paroxysm of impatient anxiety. Suddenly a 
short, fierce bark, was heard without, succeeded 
by a piercing yell, and then a dead silence. Do- 
novan paused, Maurice started from his seat. " 'Tis 
so!" he exclaimed, " Your arms — to the door— 
away with the women I" and as he spoke a shot 
whizzed by him. Alas ! it entered the forehead of 
the sleeping babe, and passing through its brain, 
lodged in the breast of poor Paddy, who sat close 
behind his mistress. 

The mother's shriek, as her child's blood spouted 
upon her bosom, rang in appalling wildness through 
the dwelling ; and a deep groan from Paddy ac- 
companied his heavy fall. These were answered 
by a shout of triumph from without, and Maurice 
rushed to the window at which the fatal ball had 
entered. " Hounds of hell !" he exclaimed, as he 
fired through the aperture, but no sound responded, 
save the hasty tramp of horses, evidently retreating 
from the gate. 

Delany turned, and looked upon the group : the 
sight was heart-breaking. Not a word was uttered, 
nor could words have added aught to the effect of 
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what he heheld. Donovan had raised the dead 
child from its mother's lap, and stood surveying it 
with stedfast gaze, as it lay across his arms. His 
poor wife sat in breathless horror, staring up in his 
face with a look of half -stupid earnestness, as if to 
catch there a gleam of hope that her little one 
yet lived. The faithful Paddy, profusely bleeding, 
had contrived to seize the other child by its clothes, 
and dragged it down behind its mother's chair; 
and his voice was the first that broke the frightful 
silence of death. " Ah, be asy, honey, dear !" he 
murmured with difficulty, as the boy struggled to 
get free, " The shots can't catch you here, avour- 
neen." 

The servant girl had sunk to the ground when 
Maurice fired his musket ; she now started up, 
and screaming loud and long, rushed to her master. 
Then turning with dreadful outcries from the sight 
of the mangled face, she caught a glimpse of the 
other child, by this time drenched in Paddy's 
blood, and shrieked out, " Both of ye ! both of ye ! 
O hone, that I lived to see it V 

Roused by her exclamation, the father hastily 
laid the dead child on its mother's lap, and caught 
up its little brother, who, pouting and half crying, 
said, " Paddy's made me dirty and wet, father." 

IJnable longer to support himself, Maurice had 
stood with his hands crossed on the muzzle of his 
musket, and his chin resting upon them — ^that 
finely expressive attitude of military grief, assumed 
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on the present occasion from necessity, for his knees 
hent under him, his head was giddy, and the scene of 
blood appeared to swim upon his sight ; until, 
seeing the farmer raising Paddy in his arms, he 
made a desperate effort, staggered towards him, 
and assisted to place the fainting boy upon his own 
bed, which was in a comer of the room. 

" And this is all my doing !** groaned Maurice. 

" It is the Lord," was all that Donovan could 
say : but the tone in which he spoke, told a tale of 
mental anguish that volumes were inadequate to 
'describe. " It is the Lord, my love V* he added in 
a voice of deep tenderness, as he threw his arms 
around his wife, and their mingled tears streamed 
upon the face of the unconscious child ; while the 
other little one, looking with surprise upon his dead 
brother, earnestly enquired, " Who made 'ee so 
dirty, Johnny ?" 

Maurice, with the help of Biddy, had staunched 
the blood that was streaming from the breast of 
the poor lad : but he continued insensible, and to all 
appearance dying. Donovan, relieved by the burst 
of anguish, summoned the maid to her mistress, and 
taking Maurice's trembling hand, said, << This is too 
much for you." 

" Then what is it for you ? 1 am an accursed 
wretch, sent here to murder you all." 

" Sent here for a blessing, I humbly hope. It's a 
blood-bought blessing, Delany ; and if our blood flow 
to make the lesson sink deeper, His will be done !" 

p 
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" I wanted to tell you — I suspected a sham on 
the peelers— I know too well** — 

" No hlame to you, Delany, for not telling me : 
I wouldn't let you. May-be I was wrong, but you 
see no barring and bolting could have screened from 
this," and his voice failed as he looked on his stiffen- 
ing babe. 

The tramp of horses was again heard: with 
Gibson's voice loudly calling to his men, and then at 
the door demanding if all was welL " Your dog 
lies dead at the gate," he added, *< and we have been 
hoaxed." 

<< And death, the king of terrors, has come among 
us," answered Donovan, admitting the police, who 
stood aghast at the scene before them. 

The next morning saw the whole country up in 
pursuit; but without a prospect of success. The 
farm was thronged with people of all ranks and 
classes, among whom a Roman Catholic priest 
evinced such feelings as did the highest honour te 
his head and heart. He took Donovan's hand, and 
said, " My brother, the ways of God are past finding 
out: we feel the rod, but we cannot see the arm. 
Afflictions do not come by chance : but He knoweth 
whereof we are made. He remembereth that we are 
dust : and though heaviness endure for a night, 
joy may come in the morning" — then looking upon 
the murdered infant, he uttered in a low tone, 
<^ Sweet blossom I thou, at least, wilt expand in 
paradise !" 
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<< He is a kind-hearted, honest man," said Do- 
novan aside to Dr. Ay ton ; << and reads his Bible. 
May the Lord enlighten his mind V* 

The inquest was deferred in expectation of poor 
Paddy's death : his wound was mortal, and on the 
third day he died — ^full of hope and joy. Just be- 
fore his departure, he turned his eyes upon his 
fellow-servant, who was weeping beside him. " Don't 
ye cry then, jewel," said he; and added, with a 
smile of exultation, " An't I going to live vrith the 
Lord Jesus ?" 

The coroner sat that evening, and the verdict of 
wilful murder against persons unknovm, was of 
course, returned. Before the party dispersed, Mr. 
Butler, his father, and Thady Connor made their 
appearance. 

It was a bitter meeting. Maurice absolutely 
sobbed upon the shoulder of his friend ; and while 
young Butler held a hand of each of the afflicted 
parents, he felt the solitary child pulling at the 
skirt *of his coat, lisping out, << Johnny's asleep on 
the table ; can't ye wake him, dear /^" 

" He's better asleep," replied the young man, 
raising his little playmate in his arms, ^' We must 
not wish to wake him." 

" He's going to see God," added the prattler. 
" He was dirty, but they washed him — he's very 
clean now, joy." 

" Aye," responded his father, in a tone of deep 
fervency, 

p 2 
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" There is a fountain filled with blood, 
Drawn fVom Immanuers veins. 
And sinners, j>lunged beneath the flood. 
Lose all their crimson stains." 

The funeral was attended by hundreds ; nor did 
Major Butler and his son disdain to walk beside 
the coffins. The clergyman spoke with simple 
eloquence and strong feeling to the assembled 
multitude ; and on his departure, Donovan himself 
addressed them, in language that thrilled through 
their hearts. He justified God's dealing with him, 
and drew such a picture of the depravity of man's 
nature, the awful purity of Him to whom all hearts 
are open, all desires known, and from whom no 
secrets are hid, and the tremendous dpom of those 
who are left unchastised, or visited with unsanctified 
afflictions — hardening themselves against the Al- 
mighty — that many a stout knee trembled. He then 
sgoke of the beauty and sweetness of his little 
Johnny ; the fidelity and affection of his poor ser- 
vant lad ; and pointing to the weeping survivors, 
made a most pathetic appeal against the cruel sys- 
tem by which blood and slaughter had been carried 
into his peaceful dwelling. At this part of his 
harangue his hearers were much moved; and the 
Butlers could not enough admire his skilful intro- 
duction of such texts as bore most strongly on the 
duty of submission to the laws, and to those who 
administer them. Finally, he drew a beautiful pic- 
ture of Paddy's joyful obedience to the unexpected 



THE BOCKITE. 213 

summons : and describing the grounds of a sinner's 
hope, concluded by setting forth Jesus Christ cruci- 
fied, as the author and finisher of our faith, the sole 
sacrifice for sin, and the giver of all grace on earth, 
all glory in heaven. 

Dr. Ayton would not suffer Maurice to attend 
the funeral. Connor remained at home with him, 
and learned, with thankful delight, that the scene 
of Paddy's death-bed, and the astonishing fortitude, 
the lamb-like submission of Donovan and his wife, 
together with the powerful admonitions pronounced 
by the farmer daily, while standing between the 
dead and the dying, had so far settled his mind, that 
he was resolved to seek for salvation in no other 
way than that recently pointed out to him. " Not 
that I think such a murdering wretch ever can be 
saved, Thady: but if ever I dare to pray at all, 
it shall be to Jesus Christ, for He alone can save 
me." 

Delany returned to Dublin with the Butlers. No 
pecuniary acknowledgment was offered to Donovan ; 
but after their departure, he found his cattle and his 
sheep augmented, by selections from the finest and 
most valuable breeds that could be procured; and 
many a usefiil present was delicately conveyed to 
the farmer's wife, accompanied by such letters from 
the young ladies as poured oil and wine into the 
wounds of maternal affection. We leave them to 
pursue their path, " sorrowful, yet alway rejoicing," 
and after a lapse of six months from the murders 
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of Glennonvale, once more return to the sickening 
scene of Rockite atrocity. 

Many a midnight hlaze had proclaimed the ac- 
tirity of an arm which still bade defiance to the 
outraged laws, and eluded their vengeful grasp. 
Barony after barony, and even whole counties in 
succession, were proclaimed — garrisons augmented, 
military detachments multiplied, and police stations 
established in a faTOurable line of communication, 
under the superintendence of experienced officers; 
selected from the half-pay, and commissioned as 
chief constables, to blend in one character both 
military and civil authority — but in vain. Where- 
soever offence was given to the invisible legislature, 
a notice was sure to be served, either by the fa- 
vourite process of posting, or by the more secure 
medium of the post-office. In several cases, a coffin 
was left at the door of the person menaced ; with 
some ferocious announcement of its destined pur- 
pose — either attached to the appalling hieroglyphic, 
or to the wall above it. Rarely did the warning 
lack its fulfilment ; for, whatever precautions were 
taken, by barricading the dwelling, or stationing a 
police force on the spot, a bullet would yet greet 
the obnoxious individual, during his evening walk, 
or morning ride. Dep6ts were appointed, where 
the surroimding gentry placed the weapons, and 
different articles of value, which might have proved 
an inducement to the plundering bands for midnight 
assaults on their respective habitations. Many of 
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the peasantry gladly availed themselves of the invi- 
tation to follow this example; yet often was the 
asseveration of having so done discredited by their 
inhmnan visitants, and horrible tortures inflicted 
even on the aged poor, to extort from them a con- 
fession of that wherein they were perfectly innocent. 
Under these barbarities many expired : and whilst 
the better class of Protestant inhabitants forsook 
their country houses, and flocked to the vicinity of 
garrisoned towns, the helpless cottagers, alike im- 
able to fight or fly, remained at the mercy of those 
to whom mercy was unknown. 

In surveying the successive links of this formi- 
dable chain, now fast encircling the devoted island, 
it was impossible to fail of the conclusion that some 
unseen directing power, incomparably mightier than 
what either personal or political influence could put 
forth, stood paramount, to form, to fix, and to 
direct, the ponderous and destructive machinery. 
Blind, indeed, most wilfriUy and obstinately blind, 
must he be, who failed to detect the workings of 
that gigantic arm, which, for its assigned period of 
1260 years has still practised and prospered in its 
unhallowed course. In Ireland, popery had ever 
been dominant; until the enactment of penal sta- 
tutes, which made it felony to celebrate openly any 
one of her superstitious rites, crushed into secrecy 
those observances ; aflfording a fair pretext to repre- 
sent to the worshippers, that their's was a perse- 
cuted church. When those laws were repealed, and 
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every indulgence granted to the Roman Catholic, 
short of actual participation in the government — 
which must cease to be Protestant, upon such ad- 
mixture — ^the daring ambition of the priesthood 
revived ; and nothing less than renewed supremacy 
throughout the land, could bound their brightening 
prospects. Nothing less could bound them ; because 
she, whose every dogma is founded on the claim to 
infallibility — who styles herself "the Mother and 
Mistress of all churches," could not sit on an equa- 
lity, much less accept a secondary station, beside one 
whom she brands as a deserter, and anathematizes 
as a heretic. 

To overthrow the abhorred ascendancy of Pro- 
testantism, and once more to reign unrivalled and 
unchecked, became the sole object of that aspiring 
apostacy, which would, as God, ever sit in the 
temple of God, showing itself to be a god. This 
was, and is, the master-spring of those terrific 
movements which incessantly convulse the turbu- 
lent mass in Ireland. Step by step, that power 
moves on to the attainment of its darling hope: 
and the light of the Gospel, partially breaking upon 
that region of the shadow of Seath, threatening 
to display to its deluded inmates the actual source 
of those evils under which they gnaw their tongues 
with pain, and still blaspheme, roused the watchful 
gaolers of their souls to expedite a crisis which 
was to re-establish the reign of darkness, and seal 
them up for ever therein. To this end, the country 
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was excited into acts of desperate resistance, vio- 
lence, and blood ; in the hope that, either through 
intimidation or weariness, their demands might be 
ultimately conceded: and in the vain chimera of 
tranquillizing Ireland, a sacrifice might be made 
of all that has hitherto impeded that mighty tor- 
rent, which, but for those sacred barriers, had long 
since inundated the senate, and probably usurped 
the throne. For this, from session to session, had 
the clamorous appeal been made ; and equalization 
of privileges demanded as a right, by those whose 
very toleration in a Protestant state was a matter 
of grace. The bulwarks, however, were too firmly 
built upon the strong basis of scriptural truth, 
to yield to any external assault, unless the silent 
progress of infidelity within should eat away their 
strength. When they fall,* the church of Rome 
attains the eminence from whence she meditates to 
hurl unexpected destruction around ; convincing 
too late her deluded advocates that her ulterior 
object is still what it ever has been — ^universal 
supremacy. 

Terror, both towards its enemies and its children, 
was always the weapon of that power so awfully 
contrasted in its every trait with the meek, the 
pure, the peaceable, and placable religion of the 
lowly Jesus. The system which sought by inti- 

• They have fallen— April, 1829; and future experience 
must teach the rest, to those who obstinately reject the lessons 
of the past. 
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midation to influence the monarch on his throne, 
disdained not to terrify the cottage-hahe in its 
cradle ; and amongst its hideous features was always 
recognised the most relentless and bloody revenge 
inflicted on those who shrunk from the career of 
butchery, after engaging in it; or who dared to 
assist the view of justice, by pointing out the per- 
petrators of such crime. Convicts, on the eve of 
transportation, have been known to make dis- 
closures, which they declared they could not have 
. done whilst a prospect of escape remained ; because 
the vengeance of their confederates would have 
been satisfied with nothing short of their lives. It 
was to debate on the mode of summary retaliation, 
that the merciless party, to whom we once more 
introduce the reader, had assembled in an old barn, 
the solitary remnant of a flourishing farm destroyed 
during the preceding winter. A character of more 
than wonted gloom and sullenness pervaded the as- 
semblage, which was held within a short distance of 
Maurice Delan/s native glen, some months sub- 
sequent to the attack on Donovan's abode. A deep- 
laid scheme had been perfected for the destruction 
of their victim, whom they had traced, after his 
return from an excursion to Scotland, into the 
habitation of his poor widowed mother. The toils 
were completely set : and the gloom above men- 
tioned arose, not from any doubt of their approach- 
ing triumph, but from wranglings occasioned by the 
provoking scruples of Andy DriscoU. 



THE ROCKITE. 219 

This poor lad was altogether seduced into the 
confederacy, by the excess of his religious fervour. 
To injure any living creature was contrary to his 
natural character : and in proportion to the internal 
anguish which he sustained when engaged in the 
work of cruelty, was the quantum of merit that he 
arrogated, in thus lacerating his feelings for con- 
science' sake. It was in a spirit of martyrdom alone 
that he could martyr a fellow-creature. 

The recent deviations from what Andy conceived 
to be the true limit of Catholic devotion, had oc- 
casioned some protests on his part, more energetic 
than accorded with the strict discipline maintained 
by John Rock — and when Andy hinted a threat 
of withdrawing his assistance from a cause not 
strictly regulated by those principles to which he 
had sworn fealty, he was coolly told that his path 
lay clear before him; but at the same time given 
to understand, that he would not proceed many 
steps on it alive. Thus fettered, the superior tex- 
ture of his mind, and his attainments in many 
branches of what might be comparatively called 
learning, rendered the thraldom more goading. 
Armed in the cause of liberty, as they conceived it, 
he found himself condemned to intolerable slavery, 
beneath the vilest of mankind : and, sworn to the 
extirpation of heresy, and the most unqualified 
support of the "true church," he was frequently 
called upon to dye his hands in the blood of those 
who worshipped at the same altar with himself: 
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merely because they preferred paying a compulsory 
tax, to seeing their household goods sold before 
their faces, in discharge of heavy expenses incurred 
by the claimant in enforcing the demand. 

The brutality of O'Rourke, and the savage scorn 
of Dermody, the selector of newspaper extracts, 
expressed with taunting derision, were a perpetual 
torture to Andy. His health gave way under the 
workings of a sensitive mind, and wounded con- 
science ; nor were his tormentors sorry to mark, 
in the flushed cheek, sparkling eye, and attenuated 
form, indications that promised to rid them of 
a very troublesome compeer. They loved to expose 
him to the dews of night ; to break his rest, and 
to harass his feelings. And were these men Irish ? 
the kindest-hearted people on the face of the earth. — 
Alas I it is the property of crime to harden the cha- 
racter, until it frowns in utter petrifaction, a chilling 
contrast to all that nature designed it. A flower 
plunged in the waters of a spring that by its action 
resolves every substance into stone. 

" The moon's up," said O'Rourke, " and a clear 
night she'll make of it." 

" OchI the purty cratur," rejoined another, "she's 
always to the fore in John Rock's sarvice." 

"I say, Andy," shouted Dermody in the ear of 
the dozing invalid, " won't you take a look at the 
moon ? 'Tis so sentimental !" 

A heavy sigh was the only answer, and the youth 
turned listlessly towards the soft ray. 
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" You'd better be taking a sup, Driseoll," ob- 
served O'Rourke, in a tone of displeasure, "that's 
no face to be doing business with." 

" The business, Mr. O'Rourke, is not of my 
seeking ; neither shall I take any active part in 
it." 

" What for no ?" asked one of the gang. 

" You know very well my opinion of these cow- 
ardly assassinations — ^ten against one." 

The words " cowardly" and " assassination" were 
repeated by several voices, in no gentle mood ; Der- 
mody said, that there was no accounting for sym- 
pathies. 

" If you mean that I sympathize with the traitor 
in his defection from the cause, 'tis a calumny." 

" Hark ye, Mr. DriscoU," said O'Rourke, " you 
must learn to call things by their right names. 
This execution, which you term an assassination, 
is in the way of law and justice ; and as you're to 
command it, you had better speak more mannerly 
of your own job." 

" I shall not command it, I assure you." 

" I say you will. Sir ; and you shall. It is the 
order of the court. Partly because turn about 
is a fair rule ; and partly to show you how a 
squeamish stomach must be reconciled to whole- 
some food. It's very well known that you often 
take on yourself to be a judge amongst us ; and 
now we only just pidl off your wig, and appoint 
you executioner." 
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A rude laugh followed this jest. Driscoll was 
irritated ; hut knowing the hopelessness of oppo- 
sition, he remained silent, reyolving in his mind 
plans to avoid the odious commission. 

Several others now joined the party; they had 
heen summoned hy the usual secret and effectual 
mode of assembling any number of men at a given 
time and place, when peculiar caution was judged 
needful. On such occasions, a trusty agent among 
the better class of insurgents received a short note, 
requesting him to meet the writer, and to bring 
a couple of friends with him. Some common sig- 
nature, previously agreed upon, was affixed. He 
to whom the sunmions was addressed, well under- 
stood that he must select two of his prime fol- 
lowers, and lead them to a rendezvous, the imme- 
diate object of which was unknown to them, and 
generally to himself. It might be an assemblage 
of hundreds ; or some weighty enterprize might 
hang on the prowess of their arms alone. By 
notices thus couched, a formidable body could be 
gradually drawn together, in parties too small to 
excite suspicion, and at different hours, from quar- 
ters widely dispersed. To disobey, or in the slight- 
est particular to neglect these brief instructions, 
was accounted a crime worthy of heaviest visita- 
tion; indeed the oath specified a rigid attention 
to such special communications. When deeds of 
aggravated atrocity were contemplated, or greater 
peril of detection incurred, this plan was usually 
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resorted to. Distance formed no obstacle ; no plea 
for hesitation. Some of the individuals now con- 
gregating in the ruined barn, had performed a 
journey of twelve hours to reach it. 

Unwonted stillness reigned among the lawless 
crew ; those who knew not the purport of their 
meeting, were briefly informed of it. On such 
occasions it was the policy of the leading men 
to stamp the proceedings with a character of deep 
sorrow, dignified with all the parade of unwilling, 
yet imperative duty. To paint the crime in glaring 
colours — to appal the criminal with the prospect of 
an imblest futurity, and through his suflFerings, to 
deter others from a similar defection — ^formed the 
main point of these vengeful tribunals. So power- 
ful were the inducements held out to informers, so 
torturing, in some cases, the goadings of a troubled 
conscience, and so perfectly open to all were the 
facilities of impeaching their comrades, that no ex- 
pense of time, labour, money, or even blood, was 
regarded, in achieving the grand object — in con- 
vincing the band how inevitably certain was the 
impending fate of those whom they stigmatized as 
traitors. 

Such was — such is — the perfect organization 
subsisting beneath what many view as the mere 
temporary ebullitions of fiery spirit in a capricious 
populace. They regard the sudden bursts of in- 
surrectionary violence as little billows rising from 
the surface of a siunmer sea, merely to tremble. 
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to break, and disappear. They consider not at 
what a fearful depth the element is working be- 
neath ; nor by what unseen agency it may, as in 
a moment, be wrought into such stormy agitation 
as shall laugh to scorn their puny e£Pbrts to allay, 
or eyen to escape it. Beneath the cloudless sky of 
morning, many a mariner is beguiled to adventure 
his frail bark upon the dimpling waters, to be en- 
gulfed, ere night, amid the roaring surge. In that 
political abyss, nothing is accidentally produced ; 
its every swell is measured, its every ripple num- 
bered. Dreadful no less in its portentous calm,* 
than in the tempest's rise, it ever did, and ever* 

* Vide the Clare election, 1828 ; when, at the irresistible 
fiat of the Popish priesthood, the immense multitude there 
assembled, preserved a character of unbroken order, un- 
deviating sobriety, and a degree of moral discipline that 
appeared little less than miraculous to those acquainted with 
the elements of which that vast assemblage was composed. 
And this new mode of intimidation prevailed ! This ocular 
demonstration of the power of the priesthood to have ap- 
peased at any time the rebellious turbulence of their flocks, 
consummated the work— laid the axe to the root of our na- 
tional Protestantism, by earning for them an admittance to 
active interference in every branch of the legislature. 

It is worthy of remark, that among the predictions of the 
noted Pastorini, he fixed the 14th day of April, 1829, for the 
first act towards the destruction of Protestantism. Let those 
who remember that on the 13th of April, 1829, the royal 
assent was given to the eventful Billy say what inducement 
the votaries of Pastorini will here find to pause in their tri- 
umphant career. 
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will, bafBe the utmost stretch of man's wisdom to 
control its mysterious operations, and bind it in 
subjection to legalized authority. He, alone, who 
is mightier than the voice of many waters, can here 
prevail; for it is one among the "peoples, and 
multitudes, and nations, and tongues," whereon the 
Harlot sitteth ;* and over whom she will sit, until 
the Lord consume with the spirit of his mouth, and 
destroy with the brightness of his coming, the stu- 
pendous mystery of iniquity. 

Whilst, couched in safe ambush, the ruthless 
destroyers revelled in their vengeful anticipations, 
Maurice Delany took a fond farewell of his weeping 
parent. It was a sad hour to poor Gracey, when 
she parted again from her newly-recovered treasure. 
A treasure indeed he had proved to her; for he 
bore to her lonely cabin such glad tidings as had 
never before vLsited it. With wonder and delight 
she had listened to the tale of what the Lord had 
done for his soul; and cast away the symbols of 
idolatrous worship, to imbibe, as a new-bom babe, 
the sincere milk of the word. Maurice had not 
made known to her the deep delinquency of his 
former career. He fully purposed devoting himself 
to the service of the poor invalid, whose sickly con- 
stitution enforced the claim of her maternal cha- 
racter upon his duteous affection. It was only to 
obtain the full consent of his master in Dublin to 

• See Rev. xvii.; 2 Thess. ii. 
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their plan, that he now prepared to kaye her. Of 
the perils which hung oyer him, ba a deserter £rom 
the Rockite geaig, she was happily ignorant, and 
for the sake of preserying such tranquillity to her 
simple, affectionate spirit, had Maurice abstained 
from confessions which he longed to make. Drying 
the tears which rolled fast upon her trembling 
hands, he told her of the happy days to which they 
would look forward, when he should again haye 
become a settled resident in that his natiye abode. 

" And will ye, indeed, soon come back to me, 
darlin'?' 

" Neyer doubt it, mother dear, if such be the 
Lord's will. TU not linger.'* 

" And what will I do, if the priest comes to call 
me to account for neglecting mass ?" 

" You must think, mother, of the day when Jesus 
Christ will call you to a far more awful account: 
and remember the words of the great God, < Fear 
ye not the reproach of men, neither be afraid of 
their revilings' — * This is thankworthy, if a man for 
conscience' sake towards God, endure grief, suf- 
fering wrongfully' — * All who will live godly in 
Christ Jesus shall suffer persecution ;' but, « if He 
be for us, who can be against us ?' " 

" True for ye, avourneen ; and I'll not be afraid. 
But hasten back: or, may-be, I'll forget some of 
these things ; for I am weak and wicked." 

" The knowledge of that weakness will be your 
strength, dear mother, if it keeps you looking to 
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your Saviour who is almightj. Farewell,*' he con- 
tinued, as he again kissed her pale cheek, ^< I'll 
hasten back; or if not" — and a deeper shade of 
sadness overcast his countenance — " if not, the time 
is short, and we have a long eternity before us ; 'tis 
all bright there^ mother," smiling through his tears 
as he pointed to the sky. 

<< And if I do get to that blessed place at last, it 
will be yourself that has taught me the way," was 
the language of poor Grace/s heart, as she stood 
with clasped hands, and streaming eyes, at the door 
of her little cabin; and pursued the retreating 
steps of Maurice with blessings that out-numbered 
them. 

He went on his way, oppressed with busy 
thoughts of various character. The consciousness 
of being a doomed victim to his former comrades' 
revenge had not left his mind ; but long impunity 
rendered it less keen. The feeling too of being so 
necessary to the comfort, and, as a means, seemingly 
to the spiritual welfare of his mother, imparted to 
him a character of usefulness that seemed to pro- 
mise longer continuance on earth. But, above all, 
a settled assurance of faith, rendering eternity as 
inviting as it had before been terrific to him, ele- 
vated his spirit far above the racking solicitude of a 
worldly mind, concerning either the present or the 
future. A degree of tender anxiety respecting his 
mother did indeed pervade his heart; but she had 
evidently received the word with gladness, and with 

q2 
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a simple sincerity that promised every thing^. He 
had no burden which he could not cast on the Lord; 
and therefore we may confidently say that Maurice 
went on his way rejoicing. 

The little brook that, under circumstances so dif- 
ferent, had once been recalled to his recollection, 
ran across his path ; and as he stepped the rustic 
bridge, he lingered to retrace the course of his 
eventful life, since he gathered blackberries beside 
it. The branches had been cut away, and a verdant 
bank, profusely adorned with wild flowers, beautified 
the spot. " And may I not humbly hope," thought 
Maurice, " that it is so with me ? My heart was an 
accursed soil, where only briars and thorns could 
grow. To the Lord be the glory, if a change has 
passed upon it, and a single flower be found blos- 
soming there l**. 

At a short distance from the glen he was over-, 
taken by a young peasant, with whom he had 
formed a casual acquaintance in the village. The 
lad was travelling in a direction very little varying 
from Delany's proposed route, and the latter had 
agreed to accompany him to a friend's house, which 
they calculated on reaching by sunset ; and where 
Maurice was assured of finding a cordial welcome. 

Young Saunders proved himself an amusing com- 
panion, buoyant and jocose. Many anecdotes he 
had in store, not a few of which tended to illustrate 
the effects of the Rock system, and increased the 
thankfulness of Maurice for his deliverance from 
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such criminal participation. In capering down a 
high bank, Saunders sprained his foot, so as greatly 
to impede his celerity, rendering occasional rest 
needful ; and the sun sank behind the western ac- 
clivities before their day's computed journey had 
nearly reached its termination. Beneath the mellow 
twilight of a beautiftil autumnal evening, however, 
they deemed it no hardship to prolong their march ; 
and Saunders remarked, that neither John Rock nor 
Lieutenant Starlight would trouble them, in a place 
hitherto exempt from their visitation. " Barrin' a 
time or two, when they came to dislodge some dis- 
agreeable tenants. But they made a clear rent-roll 
of that same; leaving never a name on it, that 
didn't please them — and now it's all safe." 

At length they reached the vicinity of the place 
towards which Saunders was conducting his com- 
panion ; when, of two paths that branched off from 
their road, he appeared doubtful which to pursue. 
" Walk you on here, Delany, and if I'm mistaken 
I'll shout for you to come back ; but I think these 
little alleys meet at the next turn, and if so, I know 
the shortest cut at the end of 'em." So saying, he 
struck off to the left hand ; and Maurice proceeded 
as desired. 

It was a romantic little green lane, whose trees, 
meeting over his head, formed a verdant arcade; 
the silver beams of a most refulgent harvest moon 
pouring their grateful light between the branches, 
while many a flower breathed fragrance amid the 
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almost imperceptible dews. Maurice felt the 
soothing influence of the scene and hour; and 
rejoiced in the short solitude that gave him of^r^ 
tunity to breathe an ejaculatorj supplication, and 
to ascribe praises to the Creator of all this lore- 
liness. << What must heaven be,'' he mentally 
asked, " if a summer night on earth, with the heart 
at rest — believing though it cannot s ee ■ i s so 
delightful?" 

Filled with such thoughts, he slowly proceeded 
to a distance of about a hundred yards; when, 
hearing no signal from his guide, he pushed open 
a shattered gate which terminated the path, and 
found himself on the edge of an orchard. Keeping 
the beaten track, he next emerged suddenly upon 
a dilapidated building, immediately into the door- 
way of which the path led ; he paused a moment^ 
and entered. In the next instant that door-way 
was closed — a sudden light flashed through the 
place — and Maurice looked round upon the coun- 
tenances, in each of which he might read his death- 
warrant. 

It was an awful silence that accompanied the 
look — so sternly sad— of those lawless rulers. To 
assume that Maurice did not start — ^that his very 
heart did not recoil from the terrific visi<»i — ^were 
to claim for him an exemption from feelings inhe- 
rent in man. But the dismay was transient. LtCfng 
conscious of his peril; and deeply, most deeply, 
feeling the claims of earthly justice on his gtdltj 
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life, he had prepared to meet this hour. Unawares, 
indeed, it came upon him ; hut after the moment's 
consternation he met it as a welcome summons. 

The leader now in command of the party, was 
one whom Maurice had occasionally seen at the 
period of his admission into the rehel band. 
" Captain,'' was the only name by which he was 
ever addressed or spoken of. Evidently of superior 
education, he rarely appeared among the rest; 
his countenance was pleasing, his deportment serious 
and collected ; his voice and intonation bespoke a 
man accustomed to command attention, rather by 
persuasive eloquence than by the assumption of 
dictatorial authority. 

Delany was armed; but nothing would have 
induced him ^rther to dye his hands in blood ; 
neither, indeed, could the slightest benefit now 
have accrued to himself by so doing. On either 
side of him stood a guard, holding in his hand a 
naked bayonet, while pistols lay on the board, 
which served the rude tribunal for a table ; it wai 
an old door, poised upon two heaps of stones. 
In the centre sat the Captain ; on either hand, 
CRourke and Dermody, with two others. A 
little in the rear stood six athletic figures, in whom 
Maurice readily recognized the selected firing party ; 
and the same number of muskets rested against 
the adjoining wall. DriscoU was seated near them 
on a low stool : his elbows fixed on his knees ; his 
face half buried in his hands — ^yet with a look 
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of gloomy intensity his eyes pondered the flashed 
hut tranquil countenance of Maurice. 

The first words were uttered hy the Captain. 
" Lead the prisoner forward." 

Delany voluntarily advanced. 

" Disarm him." 

The expression certainly grated on the soldier's 
ear : hut he resisted not. 

Slowly rising, the Captain now took the pistols, 
re-seated himself, and still holding them in his 
hand, addressed the prisoner in a calm, deliberate^ 
and under tone, expressive rather of melancholy 
than of severity. 

" Maurice Delany, for what purpose did you 
first assume these arms ?" 

" In the service of my king and country, whose 
uniform I wore." 

This reply somewhat disconcerted the president ; 
but he resumed. " From that service you were 
discarded : the king, in whose ranks you had fought, 
flung you thence ; and then, and not till then, 
did you look with commiseration on your bleeding 
country. To her service you bound yourself by 
oaths of indissoluble texture — in her cause you 
pledged your honour, and your soul. Her church, 
groaning under the chain of oppression, welcomed 
you as a brave deliverer ; her sons received you to 
their confidence, poured on your ear the story of 
their wrongs, their agonies, and their revenge : en- 
rolled you as a champion of their despised altars. 



THE ROCKITE. 233 

shared with you the cup of unsuspecting hospitality, 
and even yielded that pre-eminence which riper age, 
and far longer devotion to the sacred cause, entitled 
them to assume. How have you repaid them ? how 
have you fulfilled your vows? For a bribe, a paltry 
acquisition of gold and favour, you have sold your 
honour, betrayed your country, and brought a curse 
upon your soul !" 

" All this," answered Maurice, " may be true ; 
except as to the bribe, which I deny. The rest 
amounts to this only — I was a traitor, and 1 re- 
pented of my treason." 

" You'll need quick repentance, for your time is 
short," said Dermody. 

" Let the Captain proceed," muttered O'Rourke, 
whose eye glared with a joy that he could ill dis- 
guise. Maurice surveyed him steadily. 

" Let the witnesses depose to the facts of the pri- 
soner's treachery," said the Captain. 

" ril save them that trouble. If by treachery 
you mean the defeat of your attempts upon an inno- 
cent young lady and her loyal family — I am guilty. 
If you mean the discovery of O'Brien in his lying 
character, I exposed him. If you mean the chace of 
O'Rourke, I pointed him out. If you mean"— — 

" Stop," said DriscolL " How came it that no 
force was ever sent down against the boys whom, 
you once headed ?" 

" Because 1 never betrayed them ; why should I ? 
they were deluded by deeper villains." 
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" Mr. Driscoll you are too iiregTilar,** drily re- 
marked the Captain. ** And now, D^any, by 
your own confession, nothing remains but sentence 
of death.*' 

" And the sentence is just, though you are not. 
The innocent blood that I have shed, is now required 
at my hand. Blessed be Grod that he spared me so 
long, and brought me to repentance, and faith in 
Christ Jesus !'* At that name, strange anomaly I 
the band of manslayers crossed themselves and b«Dit 
the head and knee. Maurice did neither. 

Driscoll involuntarily drew from his bosom a 
small crucifix, and made a movement to hand it 
towards the prisoner: the Captain perceived his 
action, and interposed with accents more solemn 
than before. 

« On the traitors who forsake her cause, the holy 
church pronounces an anathema. The consoling 
voice, the sanctifying rites, the final benediction is 
denied them. To them the symbols of our faith are 
weapons of destruction. The crucifix avails them 
not." 

" Little indeed could it avail at any time,** re- 
marked Maurice : as he waved his hand repulsively, 
in the direction of Driscoll. 

The surprise was general. ^ Heretic ! do you 
insult your Saviour ?** 

" No ; I merely turn from the idol that you 
worship in his stead." 

Driscoll started to his feet, exclainung, "Holy 
Saints, hear this I" 
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" They cannot hear it," calmly answered Maurice^ 
" for they have done with this world. But you are 
going to send me speedily to them — ^to join the 
songs of praise that they are singing to the Lamb, 
who redeemed both them and me to God, by His 
blood." 

" Blasphemer! apostate! child of the devil,* 
ejaculated DriscoU, ahnost suffocated with passion, 
*^ dare you name your accursed self, with the saints 
of the Lord?" 

« And why not?" 

" He has touched him up nately now," whispered 
Dermody to O'Rourke, with a jog and a wink. 
Maurice stood with folded arms, his countenance 
perfectly unrufEied, his eye steadily resting on the 
flaming features of DriscoU, who, from rag^, could 
not immediately speak. 

" And why not, brother ! The saints were sin- 
ners, saved by Christ ; and what is a saved sinner 
but a saint ?" 

DriscoU darted towards him with a look of me- 
nace; but suddenly checking himself, he stood 
collected, sternly eyeing the victim, and in a deep 
tone uttered, " You'll be in hell, ere yonder moon 
shall have passed over the tree, where her light now 
rests." 

A recollection of the murdered proctor flashed 
across Maurice, and in his words he replied, " No, 
for my Redeemer is in heaven!" then raising his 
eyes, he added, ^ Righteous art thou, O Lord ;" 
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and, resuming his attitude of composure, awaited 
the sealing of his doom. 

Perplexity sat on the features of the Captain. 
The business had taken a turn for which he was not 
prepared ; and while, in truth, perfectly indi£Ferent 
on the subject of religion, he felt the necessity of 
appealing to the bigotry of hb men : for the noble 
bearing of Maurice, his manly fortitude, the bloom 
of his handsome countenance, and above all, the 
recollection, awakened by DriscoU of his generous 
refusal to betray tJiemy had evidently wrought on 
their feelings in no trifling degree. The religious 
frenzy of Driscoll, the characteristic malignity of 
Dermody, the personal hatred of O'Rourke, and the 
iron-hearted policy of the Captain, were proof 
against all compunctuous visitings ; but not so with 
the remainder, whose kindly nature was beginning 
to work, in despite of their acquired ferocity. 

Dermody observed it, and applied a timely anti- 
dote. " If I understand right, Mr. Delany," said he, 
" You were not known till now to hold Orange 
principles. More to the shame of our stupidity, 
that could not discover it, when you and your friends 
prepared such a warm welcome for the lads at 
Slieve-moran." 

" The blood of those martyrs be upon your soul !** 
exclaimed Driscoll. " Captain, I claim your pro- 
mise. Mine is the blessed office of avenging the 
catholic faith." 

" You conmiand the firing party," replied the 
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chief; "and now Maurice Delany, prepare. Your 
crime is of an aggravated hue. Not only have you 
betrayed the cause of your unhappy countrymen, 
and sold their lives, but with unpardonable hypo- 
crisy, feigning zeal for our holy religion, you have 
lain under the foul taint of heresy, a concealed 

Orangeman, a" ^but he had touched the right 

chords,' every eye now glared vengeance on Delany ; 
and when he essayed to speak, the fierce tones of 
rising execrations drowned his voice. The Captain 
added, " Now to your duty, DriscoU." 

As the party formed, O'Rourke contrived to pass 
close behind Maurice, and whispered, " Any com- 
mands for the Butlers, or your mother ?" 

Delany turned upon him ; a tear had started into 
his eye, and his lip trembled, but he rose superior 
to the poor malice of a wretch whose steps were 
tending to eternal death ; and he was silent. 

" Don't be cast down," was the taunt of another ; 
" who knows but a few thousand years in purgatory 
may clear you after all ?" 

" There is no purgatory," said Maurice, as he 
commenced his march, surrounded by the party. 
They issued forth upon the orchard, and silently 
passed along its tangled walks. Pondering on his 
last remark, Maurice was mentally inquiring re- 
specting the state of a disembodied soul. 

" Some say it sleeps," thought he ; " but if so, I 
caimot know the diflPerence between a moment and 
an age : it is but to shut my eyes, and when I open 
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them I shall be standing at the judgment-seat," — a 
chilling awe crept over him. << But if not, what a 
sight I shall see in a few minutes ! I shall be amongst 
immortal spirits" — ^the thought was overpowering — 
he clasped his hands, and murmured in a low voice, 
^ In this hour of death, in the day of judgment, 
Lord Jesus, deliver me I" 

Whilst this passed in the mind of Maurice, the 
Rockites pursued their way along the deserted 
orchard. The Captain, O'Rourke, and Dermody, 
led the van ; two others kept close guard over their 
prisoner; while the firing party, headed by Andy 
Driscoll, brought up the rear. The latter was just 
behind Maurice when the low-breathed ejaculation 
above-mentioned escaped him, and distinctly heard 
it. There was in Driscoll's mind a strong tinge 
of the wild melancholy romance, which has often 
been remarked as characterizing the sons of Erin 
- that " land of song*' — when not under the im- 
mediate influence of fiercer excitement. Driscoll's 
heart was naturally tender ; his frame, weakened 
by disease, speedily relapsed into deeper languor, 
when exhausted by the violence of sudden emo- 
tion; and now, beneath the soft beaming of the 
lunar planet, and the gentle breathings of night, 
he felt the feverish throb of his veins subside, and 
all nature re-assert her mild controul over his ac- 
quired harshness of spirit. The prayer of Maurice 
affected him deeply. " My hour of death will soon 
arrive," was his mental rejoinder. " I too must 
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stand before the seat of judgment; how gladly 
would I give my worn and weary life for thine, 
were the cause but one in which a Christian could 
safely die !" Again he drew an involuntary com- 
parison between the firm measured step of his victim, 
and the stealthy shuffling progress of those who 
thirsted for that victim's blood — between the figure 
so erect and manly, the brow which courted heaven's 
sweet light, tranquil in humble confidence, and 
the slouching gait, the downcast conscience-stricken 
looks of those besotted murderers. Relentings, 
little consonant to his professed exultation over the 
heretic, were fast gaining on Driscoll's resolution. 
Raising his eyes, he secretly invocated the virgin 
and the saints : but no answer of peace was given. 
On the contrary, a tree loaded with ripe red apples, 
which met his upturned gaze, appeared transformed 
into a fresh accuser. " He is not yet ripe for the 
grave," was the involuntary comment, " and why 
must I rudely shake him into it ?" 

The orchard was passed, and the party had now 
entered upon what was once a kitchen garden. Here, 
in a corner, shaded by trees, was already dug the 
g^ave. The leaders filed oflP on either side as they 
approached it : Maurice, on arriving near its verge* 
made a voluntary halt — ^for DriscoU, lost in thought, 
had failed to remark it, and to give the word. 
Startled by the sudden stop, he looked, and felt the 
blood recoil upon his heart at the sight. 
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O'Rourke, in a tone of savage irony, asked De- 
lany if it was dug to his liking ? 

" I dare say I'll find no fault with it,** he an- 
swered, in a cheerful voice. 

Driscoll now spoke with considerable vehemence. 
" Captain, by your order I have taken the command 
of this affair — ^this solemn and necessary duty. I 
claim to have the sole direction now ; and that 
nothing be said, or done, to interrupt me." 

" Certainly, Mr. Driscoll. Gentlemen, we will 
be silent." 

Driscoll proceeded to dispose his armed band : in 
so doing he betrayed a happy want of experience 
in deeds of blood, and committed an error which 
Maurice very promptly directed him to remedy : 
" for," said he, " the bullets might rebound from 
yonder wall ; and standing so near, you'd have a 
chance of an ugly hit yourself. Station your men 
by the plum-tree, and all will be right." • 

With the additional thorn thus innocently struck 
into his sensitive heart, Driscoll availed himself of 
the counsel given : and all being properly arranged, 
he approached Maurice, who proceeded to divest 
himself of his coat. 

*' Once more, unhappy apostate I once more re- 
flect. Return to the bosom of the church, abjure 
your heresy, and I call our blessed Lady to witness, 
that I will myself undertake such pilgrimage, and 
perform such penance for your soul, that"— 
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" I thank you, kindly," interrupted Maurice, " for 
kindly you mean it. But if all the kingdoms and 
glory of the world were now offered me, to ex- 
change the hope that I feel in my Redeemer alone, 
for such comfort as your church can give, I trust Fd 
spurn them like so many broken straws." 

"Then perish in your guilt!" He paused, and 
added, with reluctant compassion, " If you please, 
you may be blind-folded." 

" Blind-folded !" repeated Maurice, native courage 
sparkling in his eye, while the soldier's spirit shone 
out with momentary flash, " Do you think I haven't 
looked death in the face before now? Aye," he 
added, with a softened voice and subdued manner, 
" I have gazed at him when he carried his sting ; 
now 'tis taken away, how can I flinch ?" 

" Then kneel down as you are." 

Maurice obeyed ; and after looking earnestly at 
the blue vault of heaven for a few moments, during 
which his features even glowed with animated hope, 
he spoke in a firm tone, " Comrades, take my for- 
giveness, and may God pardon you !" 

Driscoll stepped back some paces ; he summoned 
all his strength, mental and bodily, for the last 
anathema. 

" Traitor, and heretic ! the soil of your poor 
country, with whose enemies and destroyers you 
have leagued, opens to shroud you in a nameless, 
a dishonoured grave. So perish all Ireland's foes ! 
The Holy Catholic Church, whose pure faith you 
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have abandoned, whose altars you have profaned, 
and whose salvation you despise, levels her thun- 
ders at your accursed head — Where they point they 
smite. — Fire !" 

And as Maurice fell, the wretched fanatic sunk 
fainting to the earth. 



Unhappy Ireland! Long and deeply has her 
soil been saturated with the blood of her children. 
Many a youth, like Maurice Delany, has been lured 
from the paths of integrity, to pursue the down-hill 
road of guilt, with more hardened offenders ; de- 
stroying, until himself destroyed. Many a gentle 
spirit, like Andy DriscoU, is goaded into fiendish 
deeds by the false fervour of a zeal that believes it 
is doing God service in murdering his people. Aye, 
and there are Doyles and Donovans too, pursuing 
at this day the unobtrusive work of peace and 
mercy. Themselves enlightened, they are difiPusing, 
each within his own little sphere, that beam, be- 
neath whose lustre the deluded soul strikes off its 
chain, and rising into life and liberty, becomes the 
centre of another circle, widening until the kingdom 
of darkness already begins to totter at its base. 

To crush these growing conquests, and to re- 
establish her destructive empire, the church of 
Rome has made a mighty effort, and beheld that 
effort crowned with intoxicating success. She now 
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follows up the advantage gamed, and aims avow- 
edly at the utter subversion of all that opposes her 
unchristian sway. Shall our hand be therefore 
paralyzed, and the millions of our fellow-subjects 
left unsuccoured in the pit of their destruction? 
God forbid ! The weapons of our warfare are not 
carnal ; but they are mighty to the pulling down 
of strong holds. Let us not idly mourn over ills 
which we possess abundant means of removing. 
Survey the labours of those compassionate Samari- 
tans who are not merely pausing to contemplate 
the wounds of Ireland, but pouring into them the 
oil and wine of Christian instruction : acknowledge 
them as ministers of divine mercy to the prostrate 
sufferer : crave a blessing on their work ; and then 

GO THOU, AND DO LIKEWISE. 



FINIS. 



J. Dennett, Printer, 121, Fleet Street. 



BY TUB SAME AUTHOR. 

DERRY: 

A TALE OF THE REVOLUTION. 

WITH A BEAUTIFUL PR0NTI8PIECE OF DEERT 
CATHEDRAL. 

Eighth Edition, foolscap 870. cloth, 58. 

OSRIC: 

A MISSIONARY TALE. 

Third Edition, foolscap 870. cloth, Ss. 6d. 

IZRAM : 

A MEXICAN TALE, 

AND OTHER POEMS. 

58. cloth. 

PERSEVERANCE. 

Third Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 
RACHEL: 

A TALE. 
I8mo. cloth, Is. 6d. 



